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PROSPECT of POETRY. 


1 8 


From r n foo 3 fame Jeteſts to ſtay, 
Or if ſhe comes is hurrying ftill away; 

Where once an age your Phœbus will come _ 
To do us honour in a country town; 
Accept a gen'rous, but a poor return 
From broken fortunes, and a life forlorn, 8 


*T1s now om years, ind age may tell the wack, 
Since firſt I trod this fairy land of youth ; 


That fire I found misfortunes cou'd remove, 

And all my verſes vaniſh'd with my love: 

I view'd green fields as unregarded things, 

And talk'd like other folks of groves and lags, 
Cou'd ſmell aroſe, and dream not of the fair, 

Or praiſe a ſnow-drop, tho? the nymph was there : 

At length I met your unaffected ſtrain, 

My foul diſſolv'd, and Igrew young again, 


(4) 


O] ever friendly, ever worthy praiſe ! 
Lov'd for thyſelf, and lov'd for all thy lays ! 
Add that behaviour that endear'd thee long, 
Add thy own temper ſweeter than thy ſong ; 
Thoſe manners ſtill that make thee more belov'd, 
Vet ev*n thoſe virtues paſs not unreprov'd; 
For this thy ſoul in bitterneſs repines, 
Or ſmiles indignant at the world's deſigns. 


Ox Cupid's pinions ſure thy fancy flew | f 
Ev'n beauty palls when not deſcrib'd by you: 
Picture invites the touches of thy pen, 

And look Apelles' Venus lives again; * 
The graces work upon th'unfiniſh'd piece, 
And put the laſt hand to the pride of Greece. 


Non cou'd Apelles paint a piece ſo true 
In filent colours ſtill his pencil drew ; 
But you add words, and all at once expreſs 
Muſic and painting by a vocal dreſs : 
There pictur'd life in all its motions ſtirs, 
And ſpeaking picture with the eye confers ; 
The fluid ſounds ſwell out with ev'ry tide, 
The full notes fluctuate, and the waves divide, 
'The verſe becomes a channel tothe main, 
And the Rong current fills the ſtronger ſtrain. 


STILL from the fingers let new graces ſpring, | 
Still ſhake more muſic from the ſounding ftring, 


Swan 


The portrait of Venus inſcrib'd to herſelf, by * D. L. C. 


(4) 


Swan-like continue warbling to the laſt, 

And for the future pleaſe as in the palt ; 

That all mankind may help to make thee bleſt, 
And thy own virtue far above the reſt ; 
Prevailing goodneſs prove ſo much thy friend, 
And ſo much honeſty thy heart attend, 

The world muſt own, with anger envy ſee, 
How good men love to praiſe themſelves in thee, 


W. WALSH. 
County of Clare 
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PROSPECT of POETRY. 


i S ſome lone 3 3 thro the 8 ſhade 
Miffing his way, uncertain where to tread, 
Afrighted turns, and if by chance he ſpies 
Sulphurious flames from- diſtant marſhes riſe; 
To them with lengthen'd ſtrides in tranſport haſtes, 
But as he comes the bright deluſion waſtes : 
Thus mock'd by viſion, and by labour worn, 

Sits down, and waits the chearful days return. 


So were we wand” ring in an age of night, 
Led by falſe ſplendors, and a glim'ring light, 
Till you at length aroſe to charm the heart 
With moving nature, and with matchleſs art; 
From a wild chaos of eternal night, 

Gather'd the ſcatter'd ſeeds of debjves light, | 
And with wiſe care digeſting all in one, 
Compcs'd this glorious, this enliv'ning ſun; 

Whoſe vig' rous luſtre, and convincing ray 

Gives the whole truth's indubitable day. 

No more let Rome or elder Greece appear 

The objects of our ſtudy, praiſe and care; 

Since here a train of precepts we ſurvey, 

As greatly good, and as correct as they: 
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Thy thoughts from the grand body ſeem to grow, 
Like verdant leaves that ſhade the parent bough-:. 5 
Perſuaſive eloquence her aid beſtows. * 
And each harmonious line with muſic flows. 

O gen'rous youth purſue the grand deſign, 

And be a Moſes to thy darling nine; 

See! learning ope her deep unfathom'd ſea, 

Confeſs thy miſſion, and admit thy way; 

Then urge it on, reſtore with grateful toil, 

The baniſh'd muſes totheir native ſoil. 


Tay Syren lays ſtill form a pleaſing cheat, 

And on my ſenſe impoſe the dear deceit; 

In them we view the ſtream, the wood, the lawn, 5 
So lively there the painted landſkip's drawn 
That loſt in rapture we deceive our ear, 

And ſtill the floating mirror murmurs here: 
Their endleſs verdure by no ſtorms ſhall fade, 
While your ſmooth lines afford a grateful thats” 


— 


THe bright perfections of the female kind 
By you deſcrib'd leave nature far behind! 
From charm to charm my eyes inceſſant roll, 
Devour thy beauties, and admire thy ſoul, 
That cou'd deſcribe the fair ſo many ways, 
And in variety of beauty pleaſe. + 


So when the moon leads on her radiant train, 
A thouſand fires adorn the gloomy ſcene : 
The mingled glories chear the ev'ning ſky, 
And pour their ſplendors on the raviſh'd eye. 


| Forxcive. 
+ The Progreſs of Beauty. 


(8) Wd 

Forxervt tie muſe, that in advent'rous verſe 
Wou'd all the beauties of thy ſoul rehearſe ; 
Content in hours of leiſure thus to ſing, 
And load with muſic Time's unwearied wing ; 
Nor think becauſe that Pope approv'd thy lays 
That I ſhou!d therefore be induc'd to praiſe : 
*Tis friendſhip bids me now thoſe numbers chuſe, 
And love the man abſtracted from the muſe: 


Well-pleaſed alike with you my hours to ſpend, 1 
Whether I chuſe the author or the friend. | | 8 


Too ſoon that ſweet ſociety decays, 
And we mult both forſake thoſe golden days; 
No more, alas ! to taſte thoſe joys again, \ 
And friendſhip cheriſhed here for years in----vain, 7 
Dejected thought! that thoſe whom Alma bred, 'F 
One dome protected, and one table fed, | 
Whoſe comfortable minutes danc'd away, 3 
Like the calm evening of a ſummer's day, | 3 
When fortune calls them into ſep'rate climes, 
Shou'd never meet to tell of happier times; 
Never to meet again ordain'd by fate, y 
Far from each other, and the muſe's ſeat. | 


C. Writs, A. B. 


Trinity-College 
Dublin. 
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H. O W many vain attempts have been defi ign'd 
As well to pleaſe, as to improve the mind ! 1 
Both which in thee moſt happily unite ; 


Strange that Inſtruction ſhould ſo much delight x: 


So in Heſperia's ever blisful ſoil, 
Autumn and Spring, alone are ſeen to ſmile ; 
At once the fruit diſplays its golden hues, 


And opening buds their od'rous ſweets diffuſe. * 


Lus'D by thy precepts and inchanting tonguF, 
As if by magic, 1 too tempt the ſong ; 
While Orpheus? wonders are revived by you, 
And now, if ever, ancient fable's true: 
Sublim'd by Muſic, here the rough rocks riſe 
A growing pile! behold it greets the ſkies ! --- 
Or ſhould the low'ring North impregn'd with rain, 
Pour forth its ſtorms to tempeſt up the main; 
Breath thy ſoft numbers ! ----- and th' unruly ſea 
Smooths its broad face, and hears it rage away. 
Nor with leſs glory in thy glowing lines 
Than in his eaſt the radiant planet ſhines ; 
| B How 


Well pleas'd we view him breath again in thee, 


Content the Gods tread o'er the ſtar pav'd Plain, 


6 


How mild with lucid glances hoes his ray, 

When firſt he riſes o'er the vernal day! E 
How noon-tide fires blaze o'er the heav enly plains, - . 
Gild the green viſtos, and adorn the ſcenes ! 


8 


Lox dead to muſic; and the Druid's flame, 
Our iſle ſtood hindmoſt in the liſts of fame; 
Till Parnell roſe to charm the ſilent glade, 
Then raptur'd nature ſmil'ꝰd thro? every mead; _ 
But fince fell death untimely ſtopt his tongue, 
Huſh'd his gay notes, his ſilver lyre unftrung ; 3 


Heir to his numbers and his harmony. 


So when once Atlas left the bleſt abodes, _ 
Down heav'n had fall'n commix'd with all its gods ; : 
If great Alcides, partner of their cares, | 
With ſtrength enormous had not prop'd the 8 


Nor thus ſecure, wiſh Atlas back 1 


R. LLovyp, A. B. 


f 
Fanſtown 
near 


Charleville. 
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M USARUM imperium, lateq; patentia regna, 
Celſus ab Aonio dum vertice, lumine Phœbi 

=X Suffuſus luftras ; quæ te, Delacourte, perenni 

= Ardua pertingent vatum tentamina fama! _ (7. 


Jau nunc, ecce, parat quondam vocalis Ierne | 
(A te dum recipit Phœbi mandata parentis) | 
Gentilem reparare lyram, cantuſq; ciere; 
Occulta quamvis torperet fixa dolore 
= Diva diu, vocemqz premens ſuſpiria miſit. 

1 Tu quæcunq; ſacro dignaris tangere ver ſu, 

= Gratior effingi paſſim natura videtur. | 
Rem, non verba, videt, mira qui illuditur arte 
Lector, & abſentem preſentit imagine formam. 
Si leni zephyrus ſylvas perſibilet aura, 

Ille fimul tactus vento recreatur inani : 


Jam jam, parte alia fi carminis, ardua rupes | 
= Horriſono 


( 12.) 


Horriſono pelagi rauceſcat pulſa fragore, 
Ih perculſas idem circumtonat aures. 


Dun pulchram rerum ſeriem tua pagina volvit, 
Continuo miri ſplendores ordine currunt: 

Sic ſtellæ ſtellas, & ſigna ſequentia ſigna, 
Aſſurgunt oculis rapidi vertigine mundi, 

Nec humile interea quidquam, parvumve tuemur, 
Ardua ſed toto fulgent miracula cœlo. 


O TanTas cui mentis opes effudit Apollo! 
Te muſz patrizq; decus, memor eſto, debere ; 
Immerito miſerum comitatur- copia Parcum, 
Tu cum ſis dives, fac ut videare benignus. 


EpmunDus MurPhy, A. M. 


Editor ſelectorum Luciani Dialogorum. 


A PROSPECT of PoETRy. 
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Tux EARL os CORKE d ORRERY. 


| W H A T various ſtyles to diff rent ſtrains belong, 


What time to riſe, or when to fink in ſong ; 
Ta thee, beſt judge of this refin'd delight, 
O! born to genius, lo the muſes write ; 

"Tis yours, my lord, to bid each artexcell, 
And ſmile on merit which you grace ſo well; 
To make mankind a nobler Broghill ſee, 
And find their long-loſt Hallifax in thee : 
Few now remain to fay who ſung before, 


| Parnel is dead-------and Addiſon no more ! 


The few remaining time will ſweep away, 7 
And Pope and Swift muſt ſhortly follow Gay ; 35 a 


Theſe only left of all the tuneful quire, 


Garth, — Rowe, Congreve, Wycherley and Prior; 
Theſe 


Theſe only left, the world's great loſs declare, 
And ſerve to ſnew us what theſe wonders were. 
To you, my lord, the muſes turn their eyes; 

On Orrery the letter'd world relies; 

Their ancient honours let a Boyle reſtore, 

And be whate'er was Orrery before: 

O] chief in courts to lay the peer aſide, 

Weed vice from dignity, from titles pride, 

Great without grandeur, gen'rous without views, 
For ever bounteous, and yet ne'er profuſe : 

No leſs by nature noble, than by name, 

The bloom of breeding, and the flow'r of fame: 
Approv'd a patron at thy natal hour; 

Think'ſt thou to *ſcape the praiſes in their pow'r ? 
Tho' from Britannia's trains, and Albion's ſhore, 
You fly to deſarts * but to blaze the more; | 
They'll ſearch you out, diſcover where you ſhine, 
Publiſh your worth, and fruſtrate your deſign. 


So in the gloom the diamond darts its light, 
Tho? thick encircl'd with ſurrounding night; 
The kindling darkneſs breaks before the ray, 
And on the eye-ball burſts the brilliant day, 


Sace Temple writes a ſpark of native fire, 
Excells whatever learning can acquire; {_ 
In poetry this obſervation's true, 

Without ſome genius fame will ne'er enſue ; 


His Lordſhip coming into Ireland, 
Sir William Temple, 
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Such 


But then like Syſiphus are falling ſtill: 
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Such for a while may climb againſt the hill, 


I own by reading we may feed the flame, 

But firſt muſt have that heat ſrom whence it came; 
Elſe like dry pumps whoſe ſprings their moiſture mourn, 
We may pour in, but will have no return ; 
To ſuch indeed, thoſe rules are ill apply'd, 
For ſuch were never on the muſes fide. 


Co ux then my friends, who like with me to rove 
'The flow'ry mountain, and the laurel grove, ; 
Where god Apollo guards the limpid fount, 

And the glad muſes climb the vocal mount ; 

You whom the voice invites to taſte their charms, 
Whom verſe tranſports, and tuneful fancy warms ; 
Before you preſs the ſyrens to your heart, 

Attend awhile the precepts I impart, 


FiksT let your udgment for your fancy chuſe, 3 
Of all the nine, the moſt unblemiſh'd muſe : | 
Soft yet ſublime, in love yet ſtrictly coy, 1 
Prone to be grave, yet not averſe to joy; 
Where taſte and candour, wit and manners meet, 
Bold without bombaſt, daring but diſcreet; 
Correct with ſpirit, muſical with ſenſe, 
Not apt to give, nor ſlow to take offence : | 
Firſt to commend when others thoughts are ſhown, 
But always laſt delighted with her own. 


WHEN this is done, let nature be your guide, 
Riſe in the ſpring, or in the river glide ; 
| 0 In 
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In every line conſult her as you run, 

And let her Naids roll the river on : 

Unleſs to pleaſe our nice corrupted ſenſe, 

Art be call'd in, and join'd with vaſt expence ; 
Then rivers wander thro? the vale no more, 
But boil in pipes, or ſpout thro? figur'd ore; 


The neighb'ring brooks their empty channels mourn, 


That now enrich ſome artificial urn. 


Tus ever ſuit your numbers to your theme, 
And tune their cadence to the falling ſtream ; 

Or ſhou'd the falling ſtream incline to love, 

Let the words ſlide, and like its murmurs move: 
Poor were the praiſe. to paint the purling rill, 

To make it muſic is the muſe's {kill ; 

Without her voice the ſpring runs filent by, 
Dumb are the waters, and the verſes dry ; 

While chill'd with ice the cool waves creep along, 
And all the fountain freezes in the ſong. 


Bur if a ſtorm muſt rattle thro? the ſtrain, 
Then let your lines grow black with gath'ring rain; 
'Thro? ] ove's aerial hall loud thunders ſound, | 
And the big bolt roar thro? the dark profound: 
But thou'd the welkin brighten to the view, 

. The ſun breaks out and gilds the ſtyle anew ; 
Colour your clouds with a vermillion dye, | 
And let warm bluſhes ſtreak the weſtern ſky ; 
Till evening ſhuts in ſober ſuited grey, 
And draws her dappled curtains o'er the day. 


LET 
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Lr Veſper then purſue the purple light, 
And lead the twinkling glories of the night; 
The moon muſt riſe in filver o'er the ſhades, 
Stream thro? your pen, and glance along the e ; 
While Zephyr ſoftly whiſpers in the lines, 
And pearly dew in bright deſcription ſhines ; 
The little warblers to the trees repair, 
Sing in their ſleep, and dream away their care; 
While cloſing flowrets nod their painted heads, 


And fold themſelves to reſt upon their yy beds. 


Bur if Aurora's fingers Rain the lay, 
Let fancy waken with the riſing day; 
Let Sol's fierce courſers whirl the fiery team, 
And from their noſtrils blow a flood of flame : 
Be ſultry noon in brighter yellow dreſt, 
And bend a rain-bow on her burning breaſt ; 
Let the rich dyes in changing colours flow, 
And loſe themſelves in one poetic glow. 


So the fair Indian crown its gloſs aſſumes, 
Diſpos'd in tufts of party-colour'd plumes ; 
The tranſient tincture drinks the neighb'ring hue, 
As if from each th” alternate colours grew, 
Where ev'ry beauty's by a former made, 
And lends a luſtre to the 2 made. 


Tavs may a ſimile come in with grace, 
And add new ſplendors to the ſhow'ry piece; 
Paint the proud arch ſo lively to the fight, 
That ev'ry line reflects a wat'ry light. 
5 8 Hzxer 
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Hence to the garden ſhou'd your fancy fly, 
Let the tall tulip with your Iris vie ; 
With a mixt glory crown its radiant head, 
The brighteſt yellow, ting'd with ſtreams of red: 
Next let the lilly in your numbers blow, 
And o'er its ſweetneſs ſhake the downy ſnow, 
In the white garb of virtue let it riſe, 
And wave in verſe before the virgin's eyes: 
On tuneful feet let languid ivy crawl, 
And in poetic meaſure ſcale the wall, 
While the ſharp ſheers return a clipping ſound, 
And the green leaves fall quiv'ring to the ground. 


Hen in the bow'r of beauty newly ſhorn, 
Let fancy ſit, and ſing how Love was born; 
Wrapt up in roſes, Zephyr found the child, 

In Flora's cheek when firſt the goddeſs ſmil'd ; 
Nurſt on the boſom of the beauteous ſpring, 
O'er her white breaſt he ſpread his purple wing, 
On kiſſes fed, and ſilver drops of dew, 

The little wanton into Cupid grew ; 

Then arm'd his hand with glitt'ring ſparks of fire, | 
And tipt his ſhining arrows with deſire: 

Hence joy aroſe upon the wings of wind, 

And hope preſents the lover always kind ; 
Deſpair creates a rival for our fears, 

And tender pity ſoftens into tears. 


OssERVE, 
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Osnszxve, how Sappho paints the lover's pain,“ 
What various paſſions animate her ſtrain ! | 
| Her colour fades, ſhe faints in tender lays, 
Her pulſe beats languid, and her ſenſe decays ; 
Then in a rapid tide of paſſions toſt, 
Her weak tongue faulters, and her voice is loſt ; | 
Again her ſoul revives, her breath returns, 
Again ſhe ſhivers, and again ſhe burns: 
Each reader's boſom feels her various care, 
Warm'd by her flame, or chill'd by her deſpair. 


Tos as the ſea, by paſſions let the ſoul, 
Like the brine ſparkle, like the billows roll ; 
Then anger kindles in the warriours eyes, 
And earth uſurps the thunder of the ſkies: 
See how they mount upon the groaning car, 
| Shake the long lance, and overtake the war; 
Aloft in air reſounds the whirling thong, 
The horſes fly, the chariot ſmokes along ; 
The foaming couriers preſs upon their heels, 
Back run the lines beneath the whirling wheels: 
Fleeter than light they flaſh along the fields, 
And ſuns by thouſands blaze upon their ſhields : 
The twiſted ſerpents round their helmets roll'd, 
Muſt hiſs in verſe, and bite in burniſh'd gold: 
=, | | The 


* This lady, more remarkable for wit than beauty, was miſtreſs to 
= Alczus, yet ſo cruel to her lover, that one day upon his ſaying he 
bad Gmething to ſay to her, but was aſhamed to ſpeak it, the re- 
plyed, that if it was fit for her to hear, he would not be ſo tedious 
about it: they both flouriſhed about the 44th. Olympiad. | 
. 5 Mr. Stanyan's hiſt. of Greece. 
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The war breaks in --- now millions are no more, 
And a long groan purſues the guſhing gore : 


Spears, darts, and jav'lins, launch along the ſky, 


' Plunge into blood, or into ſhivers fly : 

Thus let your heroes rage, by Mars pofleſt, 
And feel an Iliad riſing in thy breaſt ; 

But ſoon cement thoſe wounds, let diſcord ceaſe, 
And warring worlds unite in friendly peace. 


Hence ſounds in ſofter notes muſt learn to move, 
And melting muſic riſe the voice of love! 
Let Tubal's lute in ſkilful hands appear, 
And pour new numbers on the lining ear; 
With the full organ let them ſweetly ſwell, 
With the loud trumpet languiſhingly ſhrill ; 
Or in ſoft concord let the concert ſuit, 
The ſprightly clarion with the Dorian flute: 
Then wake to vocal airs the warbling wire, 
Let the firings run beneath the poet's fire ; 
While ſorrow fighs, ah ! never let them cool, 
But melt melodious on the ſoften'd ſoul : 
So may the paſſions wait upon your hand, 
Move as you move, and act as you command. 


AN p here Arion's harp may ſwell the ſtrain, 


Or ſmooth your numbers as it ſmooth'd the main ; 


When wond'ring firens to its ſounds advanc'd, 
And bounding dolphins o'er the billows danc'd ; 


Admiring Tritons round the muſic play, 


And angry ſeas in meaſure roll away : 

A tide of rapture roſe as he required, 

White work'd the waves, and foam'd as he inſpir'd ; 
| N e 
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The billows beat upon the ſounding ſtring, 
And thro” the hollow harp the waters ring. 


As ona moon-light night when Neptune calls, 
His finny courſers from their coral ſtalls ; 

From ſome white clift whoſe brow reſle&ts the deep, 
He leads the m forth, and bids the billows fleep ; 
The waves obey : So ſtill a filence reigns, 

That not a wrinkle curls the wat'ry plains ; 

Like floating mercury the waves appear, * 

And the ſea whitens with a heay*n ſo clear : 
Before him Triton blows his twiſted ſhell, 

And diſtant Sea-nymphs know the ſignal well ; 
In long proceſſion the cærulean train, 

With joy confeſs the ſoy'reign of the main: 

Such were the raptures of the ſea-green race, 
When ſweet Arion croſs'd the wat'ry ſpace ; 
When firſt his fingers felt the muſic riſe, 

And mix'd in melody the ſeas and ſkies. 


On land Amphion ſwells the magic ſong, 
And round his fingers moving mountains throng ; 
At ev'ry ſtroke he ſees fair Thebes aſpire, 
Walls riſe on walls, and temples ſoaring higher : 
At ev'ry ſtroke new wonders deck the ſtrain, 
The big creation of a poet's brain ! 


Hear how Timotheus wraps the ſoul in ſounds, 
And drops the notes like balm upen her wounds ; 
The moulded meaſures querulous decay, 

Till a ſwift tremor ſweeps the ſounds away; 


0 
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By ſweet degrees again they gather near, 

Recover faſt, and thunder on the ear ; 5 
Down the broad braſs his bold hands bruſh the tones, 
The long firing leaps, and vibrates into groans ; _ 
Let furious Saul be figur'd to thy mind, 

So mad --- as not to be by verſe confin'd ; 

With muſic arm'd the ſweet muſician ſtands, 

And o'er the golden cordage ſpreads his hands; 

The monarch's looks are fix'd upon the ſtrings, 

And his eyes languith as young David ſings ; 

His fury falls, as that begins to riſe, 

And all his ſoul ſeems ſtarting from his eyes! 


Bur chief the muſic of the ſpheres muſt pleaſe, 
If founds celeſtial warble in thy lays; 
When the three Parcz, fate's fair offspring born, 
The world's great ſpindle as its axle turn ; 
Round which eight ſpheres in beauteous order run, 
And as they turn'revolving time is ſpun ; 
Whoſe motions a things upon earth ordain; 
Whence revolutions date their fickle reign ; | 
Theſe rob'd in white at equal diſtance thron'd, 
Sit o'erthe ſpheres, and twirl the ſpindle round, 
On each of which a Siren loudly ſings, 
As from the wheel the fatal thread ſhe flings; 
The Parcz anſwer, in the quire agree, 
And all thoſe voices make one harmony *. 
To 

* This is an excellent allegory of Plato's, who would hereby intimate 


that all things obey the divine law, and concur to produce thoſe effects 
which are conſequences of the cauſes God has eſtabliſhed, 
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To Titian turn, to Raphael praiſes give, 
Hence picture roſe, and ſhadows ſeem to live; 
On Guido look, to Rubens rear thine eye, 
Where each bold figure ſeems a ſtander by; 
Trophies and triumphs by Mantegna's hand * 
In martial order on the canvas ſtand ; 

With hints of glory fire the warlike ſoul, 
And bid like motions in our boſoms roll : 
Here Verrio's colours glow expos'd to fight, 
And ſky-dipt pencils ftream with liquid light g 
Thy art, O Kneller! aſks a ſiſters praiſe, 

So may thy paintings beautify my lays; 
Whether young bluſhes ripen in thy lines, 

Or verdant landſkips wave in green deſigns, 
Thro which the ſun emerging from the main, 
In floods of purple drownsthe leafy ſcene ; 

A mimic viſto ſtretches wide between, 

Where gold appears diverſify'd with green; 
Shades riſe on ſhades, on colours colours flow, 
And tranſient ſhadows undulate below. 


So when Aurora mounts the roſy eaſt, 


And Light's warm-bluſhes redden o'er her breaſt ; ; 


A thouſand ſuns her orient rays unfold, 
And ev'ry leaf is ſprinkled o'er with gold; 


The glitt'ring ſpangles burn the woodland ſhade, 
Tree, ſtream and buſh, in nature's gold array'd : 


— 


* Andrea Mantegna, born at Padua, anno 1431, was admirable for Fg 
The beſt of his pieces, are the tri- 


Hiſtory-painting, and Perſpective: 
umphs of Julius Cæſar, now at Hampton Court. 
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The burniſn'd rills, in ſofter ſilver ſhow, 

And daſh'd with purple glance their waves below ; 
Ten thouſand ſhadows ſkim the colour'd ftream, 
And over the ſilver ſhoots the crimſon gleam. 


Nxxr let Prometheus boaſt his godlike art, 
And let a wonder from his fingers ſtart ; 
An angel form ! by ev'ry poet ſung, 
Love in her looks, and muſic in her tongue.“ 


So when the ſun with all enliv'ning ray, 
On Memnon's lips firſt ſtrikes the golden day; 
The hard flint utters melancholy ſounds, 
And from the ſtone ſweet harmony rebounds. + 


BETORE Lycippus? courſer maike the ſteed, 
And fond Pygmalion claſps his iv'ry maid ; 
Where Niobe, in beauteous ſorrow ſhown, 
Melts into tears, and hardens into ftone : 
Beſide his chiſſel let mount Athos ſtand, t 
Heave into form, and groan beneath his hand, 
While on one ſpacious palm he pours the ſea, 
And his broad fingers form an ample bay; 

The other graſps a wide extended town, 
Whoſe regal walls, un-number'd turrets crown : 
| | Thus 


* I muſt beg leave here to diſſent from the general opinion of commen- 
tators, that it was a man Prometheus formed, for twas undoubtedly a 
woman, in order to propagate his ſpecies for the future, in a natural way. 


+ The Statue of Memnon, ſon of Aurora, according to Herodotus, 
was made of ftone, and not of braſs. 


Sas 2 Twas propoſed to Alexander the Great, to turn mount Athos into 
a ſtatue of this monarch, with the ocean, in a baſon in one hand, and a 
large city in the other. 
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Thus was the ſon of earth; ſuppos'd to riſe, 
O'er-look the globe, and climb into the ſkies, 
To ſcare the gods, with his enormous height, 
A ſecond Ti itan ſoaring out of fight! FE 


So near E Rhodes; acroſs 5 ee main, 
The world's juſt wonder brav'd the winds and rain, 
While round his head, the rattling tempeſts blo, 
And wat'ry mountains break in foam below; 

On Neptune's back, the round Coloſſus rides, 
Deaf to the nee the wind, and tides. 


— — 


THERE Phidias bids the breathing ſtatue move, 
In living ſculpture not. unworthy Jove;: 
From age to age, Cleomenes ſhall charm, 5 
And his carv'd Venus, future warriors warm, * 
In fair proportion from beholders turn, 
And o'er her cheek the bluſhing marble burn. 


Sek with Silenus youthful Bacchus vie, 
And the flint ſparkling in his jovial eye; : 
Round his full temples grapes luxuriant ſpread, 
Vine- leaves and cluſters, dangle. o'er his head: 
On a tame tiger, taught his load to bear, | 
He rides in rock, and ſhakes his i ivy ſpear. 


THERE good Anteliod almeh looks a groan ! 
And unteren Ae ant in figured ſtone; + | 
4 1 Great 

» The Venus of Medicis. 


wy This curious piece of ſculpture, is on | the pillar of the Emperor An- 
WW. one of the nobleſt deſigns in the world: Tis the figure of Jupi- 
ter Pluvius raining on the fainting army of Marcus Done and thun- 


dering on that of his enemies: *Twas on this oecaſi that the Chriſtian 
legion got the nameof Fulminatrix. / 


EE ST, 
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Great Alexander weeps his enſigns furl'd, 
And bids his fire create another world. 


HERE let thy graver thro” rock diamond run,“ 
The heav'n-hued ſapphire ſparkle in the ſun ; 
The wounded ruby ope its bleeding vein, 
And the red ſtreams the virgin paper ſtain ; 
Here link your jewels in a blazing ſtring, 
Let the green em'rald look like ſmiling ſpring, 
The yellow topaz boaſt a golden hue, 
And ſlipp'ry agate ſhine in veins of blue; 
Let theſe in chryſtal caſkets charm the ſight, 
Terreſtrial ſtars, and childern of the light! 
Like the rich bow athwart th* ztherial plain, 
That burns in ſhow'rs, and fire imbibes from rain. 


Now let your muſe to architecture change, 
Plunge in the bath, or thro? the palace range, 
Heave the huge mole, or bid the column rife, 
Or point the obelifk to pierce the ſkies : | 
Palladio here muſt think in ev'ry line, 

And deep Vitruvius ſcan the whole deſign ; 
The works of Solomon, and him of Tyre 
Dire& the plan, and all your taſte inſpire : 
In due proportion ev'ry pillar rear, 

Nor let the orders be confounded there ; 
Where the Corinthian ſtands in fluted rows, 
Let not'the martial Doric interpoſe ; 


In precious ſtones 3 Pyrgoteles a famous iculptor hardly graved 
thing elſe but jewels. | 


* Hiram. 


Nor 


Theſe lines are to be underſtood of antiques, arms and cyphers cut 
on any 


at 
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Nor where the Tuſcan lifts th'imperial urn, 


* Suffer the next Tonic ſhaft to turn; + 


But chief that chaos call'd Compoſite ſhun, | 
Which begs from all, and yet belongs to none. 


So Babel's battlements began to riſe, 
Left earth below, and labour'd up the ſkies ; 
The mighty bulwark threatn'd heav'n's abode, 
And bid the mounting world aſcend to God : 
And they had now been there -- but heav'n look'd down, 
Their ſkill's confounded, and their tow'r o'erthrown; 
Tongues, pillars, orders to confuſion turn, 


And diſappointed mankind ſeem'd to mourn. 


HERE Ægypt's pyramids muſt heave ſublime, 
And blunt the teeth of all-decaying time ; 855 
Beneath whoſe weight, the burden'd earth muſt groan, 
A pond”rous pile of monumental ſtone : 
Strong bars of adamant the marble lock, 
And links of iron chain the ſolid rock ; 
Beneath whoſe ſummit tow'ring eagles fly, 
A pointed mountain ending in the ſky. 


ProuD Babylon with brazen gates behold, 
And broad Euphrates in her boſom roll'd ; 
Walls which Semiramis with turrets crown'd, 
And cotour'd brick with black bitumen bound ; 
D 2 A ſecond 


* Trajan's pillar at Rome was the firſt of this order, the ſpire of which 


| was appointed for the Emperor's aſhes; on this eccafion the Romans 
| diſdaining to borrow from the Græcians invented one of their own, from 


thence called the Tuſcan or Roman order. Evelin of Achi. 


T The famous Temple of Diana, at Epheſus, which took up 200 
years in builing, was of this order. Vid. Palladio. 
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A ſecond Eden here Nitocris.trod, - - 

In penſile gardens worthy of a God; 
So grand the coſtly ſtructure hung in air, 
It ſeem'd not built, but firſt created there: 
Here trees and flow'rs in wat'ry figures riſe, 
And fruitage ripen nearer to the ſkies ; 
Fair fountains fall in ſilver, ſtreaming floods, 
And artificial rainbows paint the clouds ; | 
With various- colour'd light the water burn'd, 
Againſt the ſun in artful arches turn d; 
Nor were the golden pipes by Sirius dry'd, 
The river ſtill the water-works ſupply'd | 


HERE let the doe fall from man to beaſt, 
Eat graſs with brutes, or on rude acorns feaſt, 
Driv'n from his throne, in dens to paſs the ay, 
To herd with wolves, and howl the WAYNE ny 


So wild Lycaon fled his own: 8 I 
Chang'd by the vengeance of an angry God, 4 
On ſhaggy feet ran howling thro? the plain, 
And mingled nightly with the prowling train. 


HRE let the muſe awhile delighted reſt, :- .... ,c 

Pleas'd with the proſpect op'ning in her bread. 
The wide horizon, and the world ſurvey, 1 TH 
As thro' the walks her fancy loves to ſtray. 1 
8 Of . ! 


The tory of Lycaon may poſmbly be taken from that of Nebuchad- 
nezzar, for priding himſelf in the grandeur of thoſe gardens, which he 
cauſed to be built ſor his Queen, who loy'd: the proſpects of Media ; ; e 
was in the ſame e moment changed into a ns 1 112 
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InyexTION! ah how beduiifil art thou! 
I feel thy ſudden inſpiration now ;/' 
Thy whiſpers prompt me, and the pleaſing gelle, 
Of infant thought juſt ſtruggling into life: 
The new- born offspring longs to try its feet, 
And run thro' verſe with voluntary heat; 
This was the nymph that did wiſe Numa enn " 
And this the genius of "om Socrates. | 


Like ſome ſmooth mirror, he Euphrates g ide 
Thro' Duras“ plains, aud ſpread his boſom wide; 
On whoſe broad ſurface wat'ry landſkips lies.” 
And bending willows ſhade the downward ey; 3 
There floating foreſts mixt with meadows move, 
And the green glaſs reflects the flow'rs above; 
Shepherds and ſheep, along the picture ſtray, 
And with the water ſeem to ſlide way? j 
In the blue gleam, the park and walls appear, 

And gilded barges, mixt with grazing deer; 
The huntſman ſounds - the frighted ſhadow flies, 
Thro' flocks, greens, ſhepherds, barges, hounds and ſkies, 


Tavs in a room, where light can only paſs 
Thro' the ſmall circle of a convex glaſs; 


O'er thei ſtain'd ſheet, amuſing ſhadows Mlide, 1 , 524 


Clouds float in air, and ſhips along the rd 
In rural poſture fields and oxen ſhow,” ' | 
Trees wave, ſtreams run, and colour'd Vlofbins pow! 


Ne 41 


Let the green tide turn white with abrupt ſhock, 


Not ſo where mazy rills meandring ſhine, 
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© Tis thus when ſpring's ſoft vernal blooms appear, 
And throwa glory round the youthful year ; 

Or ſummer blazing o'er the heav*nly blue, 

When ſwarming inſe&s dip their wings in dew : 

In autumn too, the ſame mild ſcene delights, 

To view the water, and enjoy the nights; 

Nor leſs loud winter wilder bliſs denies, 

When Boreas bids the broad Euphrates riſe ; 

Then peaceful images amuſe no more, 

But thro? the bridge the ſounding ſurges roar, 3 
Wide daſhing, foaming high, and tumbling to the ſhore, 

The diftant billow ſeems the heav'ns to lave, 

And the Horizon ſtoops to drink the wave. 


So the loud Euxin, whoſe compulſive ſway, 
N'er yet knew ebb or ſwift reflux of ſea, 
Rolls on eternal, and directly beats, 
Againſt black Boſphorus' tempeſtuous ſtreights; 
The Dardanells behold its low'ring front, 
Gloom the Propontic, and the Helleſpont. 


Now ſwell your ſtyle, and let the flood conform, 
To the rous'd tempeſt, and the roaring ſtorm ; 
In verſe as rough let ev'ry torrent move, 

Froth the vext waves, and curl their heads above ; 


And break the ſalt ſurge on the rugged rock: 


The running filver trickles thro? the line; 
In ſmoother notes the whiſp'ring waters purl, 


The brook falls tuneful, and the waves uncurl ; 
Hence 


A\PROSPECT OF POETRY 4x 


Hence images of diff rent kinds abound, 

In all the volubility of ſound, 

Apply'd to ſubjects, correſponding flow, 

Some loudly rough, and others ſweetly low. 
Hence various ſtiles appear in war, and peace, 
 Andev'ry ſtile has its peculiar grace; 

In epics here a hero ſtrides away, 

And there Amintor tunes his oaten lay, 

While o'er the lawn the lambkins friſk along, 

And with their bleatings fill the rural ſong ; 

Or when ſtill ev'ning reddens o'er the ſky, 

It bids her bluſhes round the welkin fly ; 

In each ſoft cloud ſome colour is expreſt, 

Till with united glories burns the welt : 

Then ſwarm the flies, the tinſel'd people run, 
To bid adieu to the departing ſun ; 

With airy muſic ſip the milky ſteams, 

And gild their coats in light's declining beams ; 
Add that at eve cool Zephyr wakes the breeze, 
And fits in ſighs upon the ſhiv'ring trees; 

Add that at eve Eteſian breezes wake, 

With coming gales the leaves are ſeen to ſhake, 
Still trembling onward with th' Wege rg blaſt, 
Till on the dimply pool it breathes at laſt, 

Before the wind the water curls inrings, 

And the fann'd ocean frowns beneath his wings : 4 
Hence Lyrics make the fields, and ſwains rejoice, 1 
Or elegy lifts up her mournful voice; \ ky b 
The huſkin'd hero treads the crowded ſtage, | 
Or comic humour ſmiles along the page; 5 4 
There 
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There Athens, friend Themiſtocles appears, 
And Cato glorious in his country's tears; 

Thy lips Timoleon, ſeal thy brother's doom, 
And Brutus bleeds in both his ſons for Rome: 
Varanes there admires the bloody ſignn 
Hung over the head of kneeling Conſtantine; 
On Cannz's field fee Paulus bath'd in + 
And Cæſar paſs the Rubicon once more. 


Tuus he to whom the tuneful chirms belong, 
Of ſacred numbers, and harmonious ſong 3 5 
Whom Pæan's art did at his birth inſpire, 
With a feet finger for the muſe's Iyre; 
To whom the gift of genius fate had giv? n. 
That golden blefling of indulgent heay” n 
Muſt ſtudy muſic to improve mat | 
And thro” the ear find entrance to the heart; 5 
While art and nature equally unite, 5 
Sound ſmooth the ſenſe, and grace make wit ke. ; 
His eaſy lines unlabour'd feem to flow, . 
Yet ſuch that eaſe, as pains alone beſtow : 3 . 
While the fond reader charm'd with ev'ry rain, . 
Snatches a” quill to imitate in vain. 
1 FEOQOVAQUS i £13 4111. 13122 VFTTU wit GOES i; 1364 
Nexr it wers fit that picture claim' d his care 0 it 
A well bred man, a every ſcjeuco. ſhare; 51034 t 
And eo it ns Bunk 9713 From 
* Themiſtocles autem quem vittus 2 FREE eden 225 
retorem Perſarum ſecerat; ut ſe ab ea oppugnanda abſtinerèt, ifiſtituto 
ſacrificio exceptum patera, tauri ſanguinem hauſit, & ante ipſam aram qua- 
ſi quædam pietatis clara victima concidit. 1 ets Max. de pietate erga 
p atriam. 128842 42, 3401 t TS) 


< Paulus Emilius. 
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From hence what beauties may not poets take ? 
Hence learn in verſe to paint the rattling ſnake ; 
Thro' the gilt page he twiſts in colour'd lines, 
And round the leaf in curling volumes twines; 
The reader thinks he ſees the ſerpent ſlide, 

And almoſt feels him thro? his fingers glide, 


LE Helen's beauty kindle ſweet deſire, 
In Zeuxis' colours, and with Homer's fire; * 


Compare them both, and miſs no ſingle charm, 
But let each bluſh with equal ſpirit warm : 


The fine complexion let the graces ſpread, 
And Pæſtan roſes paint her cheeks with red, 
While Venus bids her airs around her play, 
And Phæbus fills her eyes with tender day. 


Bur Thornhill's draughts ſhall future hints ſupply, 
As long as Kenſington with Greenwich vie; + 
Where round her roof a thouſand colours glow, 
And Britain's rivers round the cieling flow. » 
Here bold Deſcription with her pencil ſtands, 
To roll the billows over ſhining ſands ; 
Strong on the eye th' inverted figures fall, 
And the rich cornice ſets on fire the wall : 
Tame on his anchor here ſupports his head, 
And Humber heavy with his pigs of lead ; 
E | While 
2, Zeuxis from the choice of five naked virgins drew that wonderful 
picture of Helen, which Cicero, in his book De Oratore, ſets before us 


as the moſt perfe example of beauty; and Julio Romano formed his 
taſte, and completed his Guſto by reading Homer. 


Þ See this famous Ceiling in the great Hall of Greenwich Hoſpital 
painted by Sir James Thornhill, 
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While Avon's Waters into Severn roll, 

And the Tyne tumbles out her mines of coal; 
There in green gold the Medway ſeems to burn, 
And pour down fiſhes from her foaming urn ; 
While filver Iſis joins her huſband Tame, 

And in each other looſe their ancient name. 


In ſculpture too proportion learns to pleaſe, 
When ev'ry beauty ſwells by nice degrees; 
Where by the chiſſel's meant the poet's pen, 
That files and poliſhes the works of men, 
Softens the rugged ſurface of the ſong, 

Yet turns the features regular and ſtrong ; 
Commands the limbs in attitude to riſe, 
And live, and walk before the reader's eyes. 


BExEtATH her palm hence ſun-burnt Egypt 's ſeen, 
The roughn'd fret-work ſuits the matron's mein: 
In molten ore Minerva lends her aid, 
And lifts to life the rude unletter'd maid ; | 
Rais'd by her hand Nile's daughter quits the ground, 
Hardens her mummies, hears her Cyſtrum ſound, 
Tow'rs like her pyramids, ſublimely bold, 
And almoſt riſes half her height in gold. 


So the ſlack rope the dext'rous dancer tries, 


Poiz'd on a pole betwixt air, earth and ſkies, 
Walks o'er the waves of heads that roll below, 
His limbs look ſupple, and his ſteps tread flow : 


Beneath his foot the ſturdy cable bends, 


Mounts as he moves, and drops as he deſcends : 


Back: 
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Back ſtart the crowd : He glorying in his ſtrength 


Springs on his feet, and riſes half his length, 


By architecture laſt he lays the ſcheme, * 
And by ſome model bids his genius flame: 


Works up the whole, and ſees the building ſhine, 


In all its parts with conduct and deſign : 
The poem rais'd upon ſo fine a plan, 

The teſt, the wonder, and delight of man, 
Will ſtand the ſhocks and injuries of time, 
Built upon nature, and the true ſublime. 


Tn us life-reſembling allegory lies, 
Behind a veil, remote from vulgar eyes: 
Tranſparent veil ! in hieroglyphicks wrought, 
Which only covers, not obſcures the thought ; 
Where filver urns expreſs the figur'd flood, 
And more is meant, than firſt is underſtood, 
Old age and time in hoary forms appear, 

And proper emblems repreſent the year ; 
There oft blue Neptune for the ſea is ſeen, 
And rivers riſing from their beds in green 
In golden lines th' autumnal ſeaſon glows, * 
And winter thro' a bluſt'ring period blows, 
Here brother-twins unbar rude fancy's gate, 


Dreſs her wild dreams, and on the goddeſs wait, 


Romantic dreams ! from ſuperſtition ſprung, 

Which Arioſto raught, and Spencer ſung. 

Then ev'ry grotto in its genius ſpoke, 

And Hamadryads from each hollow oak 3 
E 2 


* Palladio lays down but five orders of an and 3 but 


five fountains for the ſublime. 


— —— 
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Ev'n Eccho learn'd to anſwer to her name, 
And babbled louder than the babbling fiream. 


Now when ſome rival poem you peruſe, 
O let notenvy blind the partial muſe ! 
Where merit is, eſteem it as your own, 

And in its triumph let your light be ſhown 
Let Albion aſk from whence an Author came, 
And judge according to the writer's name; 
Scotch, Engliſh, Iriſh be alike to you, 

And gladly give an infidel his due : 

Scorn that mean artifice of unjuſt praiſe, 
Nor think to flatter, is to gain the bays ; 
Theſe two extremes, the worthy well deſpiſe, 
Who hate with reaſon, and with reaſon prize. 


AnD yet to malice ſure Pm much oblig'd, 
On ev'ry ſide by calumny beſieg'd, 
To critics much I owe who make me mend, 
And envy I could almoſt call my friend : 
Theſe taught my youth ful ſteps an early care, 
To tread with caution, and proceed with fear; 
Oft in my mind their black aſperſions came, 
And made me tremble at the love of fame; 
Ev'n now I dread their jealouſy and ſpite, 
And faint in fancy ev'ry line I write. 


How long before the muſes can ſucceed ; 
To pleaſe the world is now a taſk indeed ! 
All former methods vainly we purſue, 

I's! world is old, and calls for ſomething new, 


Nothing 
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Nothing will take with this judicious age, 
But lines well-labour'd and a ſtudy'd page: 
Where rich variety relieves the mind, 
And beams of fancy ftrike the critic blind; 
Exalted notions which great ſouls contain, 
Thoughts big with life, and burſting from the . 
Surpriſing novelties that never tire, 

But lead the reader on from fire to fire. 


Avoid the harſhneſs of diſcordant chime, 
Senſe ill atones for violated rhime ; 
RR's jar untuneful o'er the quiv'ring tongue, 
And Serpent 8 with hiſſing ſpoils the ſong: 
When Triplets like the furies join their hands 
Unlock their folds, and break their lawleſs bands; 
Elſe Cerb'rus like the threefold monſter ſtands. 
Tis true a triplet might ſucceed by chance, 
And even twelve feet judiciouſly advance; 
But thoſe experiments are fatal found, 
And ſeldom us'd but when we call for ſound ; * 
All Alexandrines from the page expunge, 
That o'er the paper take a long unwieldy lunge. 


CoMmPouNDED epithets had need be few, 
But thoſe familiar, and uncommon too; 
Some oft like Janus wear a double face, 

A mongrel-mixture, and a motley race ; 
ee 5 : With 


For inſtance in Mr, Pope's Homar, where the blood is made to tric- | 


kle down the leg, thro' the length of an Alexandrian PRs 


« And down his ſnowy thigh diſtill'd the 88 flood.“ 


Por E's Homer. 
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With thoſe the MounTArNns muſt be always BLEAK, 
And no kind northwind ſtir the sLEEPING LAKE; 
But EVER FANNING BREEzZEs cool the morn, 

And ſuns RED-R1SING the GREY DAWN adorn. 


OTHERs to wild DESCRIPTION turn their ſtyle, 
Make ſtorms blow gently, and black whirlwinds ſmile ; 
From each dark point the ſcatt'ring clouds diſperſe, 
And gleams of golden ſun-ſhine gild the verſe : 
Without Appollo's neceſſary aid, x 
What is DESCRIPTION ? an eternal ſhade. 

Weak eyes and judgments glaring objects ſtrike; ; 
Both are but dazzled, and deceiv'd alike. 


Bur above all avoid that firen ſea, 

Where men of wit are often caſt away; 

A tempting vice long mention'd in the ſchools, 
The pride of coxcombs, and the food of fools: 
Here vanity holds forth her flatt'ring glaſs, 

And Self-conceit adores her ſwelling face ; 

Where rival worth in vain pretends to vie, 

And ev'ry virtue leſſens in her eye, 

With their own lightnings oft the fair ſhe warms, 
And melts the heart of beauty by its charms; 

The dart directed at the man of wit, 

Flies wing'd with quills with which his genius writ; 
The ſhaft that's pointed at the breaſt of beaux, 
Is fledg*d with feathers, or brocaded cloaths ; 

And ſtateſmen who (like me) are leaſt afraid, 

Are caught in nets which they themſelves 125 laid. 


* 


1 To 
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To charge with gen'rous thoughts the cleareſt head, 
Conſult the living, and read o'er the dead; 
Where ancient wiſdom grows more wiſe with age, 
And hoary ſeniors dignify the page; 

| Time's eldeſt born! fires grey to us in fame! 

The ancient's glory, but the modern's ſhame. 
Supreme of thoſe inſpired Plato ſee, 

A name rever'd by all antiquity : 

Pride of his ſect, aud honour of his kin d, 

A worthy heathen with a chriſtian mind; 

Whoſe ſtyle and manner moderns like ſo well, 
That he alone Delany * cou'd excell. 


In thoſe fam'd days of literature and taſte, 
Liv'd Porphry's tutor, and Zenobia's gueſt! 
Aurelian's dread ! endow'd with ev'ry art, 

In which the two Minerva's claim a part; 
Whoſe character ſurvives in the ſublime, 
As the beſt j udge, and critic of his time. + 


How courtier like gay Horace ridicules, 
While he refines on Ariſtotle's rules; 
By Pindar taught to tune th* Auſonian lyre, 
With Grecian elegance and Roman fire: 
In him Alczus thunders once again, 
Temper'd by Sappho's more harmonious rain; 3 
While in thick fits her ſofter lightnings play, 
Flaſh thro” the lines, and doubly gild the day. 


READ 


* The greateſt of Divines. Sec his Revelation examin'd with candor, 


and the life of King David, 


+ Longinus. 
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Reap Cicero ; conſider Plutarch well, * 
What man he was let Chæronea tell: 
In Arne long this patriot paſs'd his days, 
Nor could Bæotian climes obſcure his praiſe ; 
To him the nobleſt heroes“ lives were known, 
Who ſtudy'd others to improve his own. 


Tae Mantuan ſwan on Mincio's margin ſings, 
Or o'er Cremona claps his mourning wings; 
To Tyber's banks and ſolitudes retires, 

And mid his poplars feels poetic fires : 

Courts the cool oſier's green refreſhing bed, 
Or thro? the willows ſhows his filver head; 
Or ſails with tranſport down the tuneful tide, 
Sweet-warbling Vida ſwimming by his fide : 
At Naples too they tell thoſe birds are ſeen, 
To keep together on the haunted green ; 
Brunduſium oft with ſudden ſong ſurpriſe, 
And warble as they journey thro the ſkies, 
To mild Parthenope's delightful ſhore, 
And lands belov'd by Virgil long before. 


Sex Heav'n deſcend in Homer's awful lines, 
Where all the god and all the hero ſhines ; 
Behind Achilles lags devouting death, 

And the lines run the reader out of breath : 
Thunders and lightnings blaze beſore his eyes 
Blue fireams the ſulphur from poetic ſkies ! 
Lane ofter line the flood of light rolls on, 
Foams to a fire, aud brightens to a ſun ! 


TREI 


Plutarch, of reading the poets; 
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Taese are the oracles of learning none 

Conſult theſe books, and to thoſe Sybils bow; 
Theſe are the lights that call good actions forth, 
Revive their value, and emblaze their worth ; 
By thoſe great ſouls ſhall Regulus be try'd, 
And the brave Decii who for freedom dy'd. 


AnD is there not with whom you may adviſe ? 
A friend to reliſh, and to criticiſe ; 
One who has prov'd how hard it is to pleaſe, 
Not firſt to blame, nor yet the laſt to praiſe ; 
With whoſe good ſenſe an author might be free, 
And whoſe good nature ne'er was flatt'ry : 
When ſuch the character, and ſuch that ſhines, 
The name of Lawſon * need not end thoſe lines: 
Such late was Parnel --- oh ! too ſlightly mourn'd, 
With ev'ry grace, with ev'ry muſe adorn'd! 
By Swifg belov'd, by Pope lamented moſt, 
Loſt to the world --- to wit and friendſhip loſt ---= « 
Yet ſhall he live, while taſte is kept alive, 
And his lov'd Plato in his verſe revive ; 
Yet ſhall he live as long as truth ſhall charm 
In myſtic fable, or fair virtue warm ; 
The firſt remember'd in our weak eſſays, —- 
With honour mention'd, dignified with praiſe. 


Nox let proud Albion thus her neighbours ſcorn, | 
As if her ſons alone were poets born ; | 


We 


* Dr. John Lawſon. See his character by Mr. Doyn, in k's tramſla- 
fea of Tallo's J eruſalem. 
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We too may boaſt ourſelves the ſons of fame, 


Nor are we foreign to that ſacred name : 


Juverna's genius yet ſhall wear the bay, 


And drink as deep of Helicon as they ; 

In ſpight of all our hopeful foes abroad, 
Preyail at laſt, and ſoar into a god; 

The Dunciad comes, ſure omen of their fate, 
And Ireland yet may be the Muſes? feat. 


O!] cov'p I hve to ſee my country ſhine, 
Our fable clifts invite the tuneful Nine; | 
Thoſe barren rocks with bays immortal ſmile, 
And Phcebus bleſs his once-beloved iſle. 

O! gludly then with life it ſelf I'd part, 
My country's glories throbbing at my heart. 


Wrar's to be done in this auguſt affair? 
Firſt let us baniſh all our foreign ware; 8 o 
Our fooliſh fondneſs for Italian lays, | 
And look at home for Bards and better days : 
Roſcommon, Parnel---both alas are loſt! 
And few indeed the preſent times can boaſt : 
Yet let thoſe fe be valued as they ſhou'd, 
Here ſhew your taſte, and judgment to be good: 


Judgment! that touch-ſtone that directs our thoughts, 


'That ſhews us all our beauties with our faults ; 
Sound judgment will dire& us what to do, 
And how to think of men and manners too; 


Wit join'd with judgment gilds good ſenſe with light, 


As diamond ſolid, and as diamond bright! 


Tus 
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Tavs far a youthful muſe preſum'd to ſing, 

To growing bards upon a vent'rous wing ; 

In cloiſter'd ſhades, and Academic groves, 
Whoſe peaceful glooms a muſing fancy loves ; 
Where learn'd Uſher bleſs'd the rev'rend pile, 
And Alma's glories i in her Berkley ſmile ; | 
Where mitred Brown * indulg'd the thoughtful hours, 
In ſage receſſes, and Athenian bow'rs : 
Where Parnel wak'd the long forgotten ſtrain, 
And old Ierne ſtrings her harp again: 

Here pleas'd to liſten to the well-known ſound, 
And hail our mother riſing from the ground; 
Shake off the duſt that ſoil'd the filent wire, 

And tune once more her venerable lyre, 

While green with ivy grow her awful walls, 

And from her face the Druid's mantle falls 

Along the park beneath the quiv'ring trees, 

I walk retir'd, and court the cooling breeze, 
Where the tall elms project the browneſt ſhade, 
There oft the muſes wander thro the glade ; 
There oft I follow beauty with ſurpriſe, 

And drink ſweet numbers from inſpiring eyes; 
With eager ſteps I croſs the verdant ſtage, 

And ſoon tranſplant em to my borrow'd page; 
Each maid I meet I ſet her graces down, 
Hence critics ſay thoſe thoughts are not my own. 

F 2 FINE 


* Dr, Peter Brown, deceaſed, biſhop of Corke, and formerly provoſt 
of i. C. D. See his ſermons, 
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Fin is the ſecret, delicate the part, 

To praiſe with prudence, and addreſs with art; 
Encomium chiefly is that kind of wit, 
Where compliments ſhould indirectly hit 
From diffrent ſubje&s take their ſudden riſe, 
And leaſt expected cauſe the more ſurpriſe : 
„For none have been with admiration read, 
«« But who beſide their learning were well bred, * ?? f 
Such ſuit all taſtes, on ev'ry tongue remain, 
Forbid our bluſhes, and prevent our pain; 
Such ſubjects beſt a Boyle might underſtand, 

| Theſe call, my lord; for an uncommon hand; 
To turn the finer features of the ſoul, 
To paint the paſſions ſparkling as they roll: 


The pow'r of numbers, the ſuperior art, 


To wind the ſprings that move the beating heart; 

With LIVING woRDs to fire the blood to rage, 

r pour quick fancy on the glowing page: 
This be thy praiſe, nor thou this praiſe refuſe, 
From no unwerthy, nor ungrateful muſe ; 

A mule as yet unblemiſh'd, as unknown 

Who ſcorns all flatt'ry, and who envies none: 

Oſ wrongs forgetſul, negligent of fame, _ 

Who found no patron, and who loſt no name; 
* Indifffrent what the werld may think her due, 
Whoſe friends are many, 'tho her years are few. 


* Eſſay en tranſlated verſe, by the Earl of Reſcommon. 
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LETTERS AND POEMS, 
To Mr. DELAC OUR. 


PÞ 


ON THE 


PRECEDING SUBJECT. 
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r-DE-LA-COUR, 
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2\ 


S I R, \ 2 2 J / 


a, 


* 


6 1 4 Was reſolved ts be be ly in my acknowledgements, 
that I had only allowed myſelf time curſorily to read over 


a Poem inſcribed to me, which a few hours ago reached 
this place *, where I live the world forgetting, and I was 
in hopes by the world forgot. It was great pleaſure to me 


when J was in Ireland to find the ſpirit of Poetry ariſing 
there with freſh vigour : here it is ſinking apace, and ſeems 


only kept up by Mr. Pope; but indeed he alone is ſuffici- 


ent to mantain it in its utmoſt ſplendor : for which reaſon 


I think we ought to wiſh him immortal in every ſenſe. 
I will not deſpair of returning you my thanks within 
theſe few months, in a country to which I ſhould be very 


ungrateful if ſhe did not poſſeſs the warmeſt wiſhes of my 
heart : In the mean time, Sir, tho you are happy in many 


friends already, I hope you will do me the juſtice to add 


to them the name of 
your moſt obedient ſervant, 


. ORRERY. 


. Somerſetſhire, 0 


Marſtown, Dec. the 15th. 1733. 


SCG. Sow Lina? 


To the AUTHOR. 
London, Sept. roth. 1734. 


Ir is with the utmoſt pleaſure that I begin a correſpon- 
e 


you joy of your happy genius. The PaosezcT of PorTRY 
introduces you to many, and I heartily wiſh, you may 
have a grateful reward for your pretty jabours from ſome 
2 reader; indeed it is wrong to call ſo much 


eauty {labour} but its pardonable i in my ſex to want 


Pune language. 2 


1 ſhall hope to ſee you grace a pair of lawn ſleeves in 
my time, and be aſſured that every advantage in life, 


that fortune can bleſs you with, ſhall Ca be a very | 


great addition to my ſatisfation. 


I wont tire you longer : I wiſh you "TO e. ; 


and am my ey 


your affectionate humble ſervant, 


ELIZA. WALSH. 


To 


nce with my dear nephew, on the ſubject of wiſhing _ 
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To MR. DE-LA-C OUR, 
Dzar Cousix, 


I- J had not ſeen thoſe juſt encomiums on the Proſpect 
of Poetry at the head of that beautiful poem ; I might 
have been tempted in humble proſe to have aimed at ſome 
thing of this 1ort ; but as it is difficult to praiſe juſtly 
without being thought guilty of flattery ; I am glad thoſe 
entlemen have eaſed me of the fear of offending either on 
the one hand or the other: Tho flatter myſelf that I feel 
all the ſeveral emotions of heart that theſe gentlemen do 
in the variety of your ſtyle and beauty of expreſſion, yet I 


am more ſtruck with the judgment, learning and politeneſs [ 
of the author, which are the cauſe of theſe maſterly ſtrokes and 
of poetry, than with the effects; tho at the ſame time I of 1 
muſt aſſure you that on account of its on merit, excluſive I 
of any other conſideration. | y_ 
e 
Tale tuum carmen nobis, divine poeta ; he 
Quale ſopor feſſis in gramine, quale per æſtum 
Dulcis aquæ ſaliente ſitim reſtinguere rivo: 4 
Nam neque me tantum venientis ſibilus auſtri, 
Nec percuſſa juvant fluctu tam littora, nec quæ 5 
Saxoſas inter decurrunt flumina valles. VIA G. Ecl. 5. hs 
| | he 
My mother is in high raptures when ſhe hears your per- * 
formance : and that you may lay as much ſtreſs upon her th 
commendation as it really deſerves, I muſt do her the juſ- ol 
tice to ſay that, (tho? ſhe is a very great enemy to fighting) ks 
et upon my reading aloud the account of the death of for 
atroclus, out of the 16th book of Pope's tranſlation of 90 


the Iliad, ſhe told me it was very fine. I will not ſay how 


much you will oblige me, if you will endeavour to ſend 
| me 


(49) 


me the Progreſs of Beauty, and any other of your offspring 
that are either elder or younger than this. 


fl have encloſed a criticiſm on our favourite Thomſon, 
which I am the rather induced to do as it agrees with your 
rules on that ſubject ; the gentleman who wrote it is a par- 
ticular friend of mine in whoſe company I have paſſed ma- 
ny agreeable hours when I was in Warwickſhire, he is going 
to oblige the world with a poem upon hunting in blank 
verſe, call'd the Chaſe; all the news I can pick up from 


ance of Mr. Thomſon's this winter, and an elegant tranſ- 
lation of Anacreon by an unknown hand, as to the two laſt 
works I know them only by character, I have a more inti- 
mate acquaintance with the former, and will venture to ſay 
that it will bring you over to be fond of that ſort of poetry, 


I know not how to ſay a more affectionate thing to you, 
and the reſt of mankind, than to wiſh you ſuch a ſituation 
of life, as will be ſuitable to your merit, in doing which I 
am ſure I pay full as great a compliment to thoſe with 
whom you ſhall reſide, as I do to you. Be aſſured that 


who can have a greater inclination to ſerve you than, 
your moſt affectionate kinſman, 
and obedient humble ſervant, 


* | - CROSSE OUTING. 
P. 8. I ſuppoſe you have ſcen Mr. Pope's laſt ſatyr, 


were I to give my opinion of it J ſhould ſay it is the worſt _ 


thing he ever writ, tho' I am ready to own it has man 

charms ; yet I believe were the faults placed in the oppoſite 
ſcale, they would draw down the balance. I am thinking 
that if theſe ſatyrs laſt *till the next age, the joke will 
ceaſe, when the perſons are no more, and poſterity will 
have but an indifferent opinion of the author's humanity ; 


for my own part I ſhall always believe, that one ounce 0; 
good nature 1s worth, a pound of wit. 


London, Auguſt 29th, 1734. 
G 


the poetic world is, that we expect to ſee another perform 


there is not, nor ever ſhall be, in this place any perſon 
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ww DF-LA-COU R, 


PROSPEC&¶ T of POET R,. 


T TAIL happy darling of the nine! 

1 Parnaſſus now is wholly thine ; 
Let others round its bottom creep, 
While you triumphant mount the ſteep, 
And from its lofty top look down 
On the poetic world, your own, 

Tis true the rich may poorly boaſt 
Of large eſtates on ſome fair coaſt, , 
But happier thou, and richer Kill, 
You're ſovereign of this facred hill. 


a” a «a 


Macromp. JAMES CO@NOLLY. 


1 


1 Q 


Mx JAMES DELacou, 
In IRELAND, ; 


„„ 


PROSPECT or POETRY. 


H ATIL gently warbling Der zcour, whoſe fame, 
Spurning HiBzRNn1a's ſolitary coaſt, 

Where ſmall rewards attend the tuneful throng, 
Pervades BRITANNIA's well diſcerning iſle; 

In ſpite of all the gloomy minded tribe 

That would eclipſe thy merit---ſhall the muſe 

High ſoaring o'er the tall Parnaſſian mount, 
With ſpreading pinions ſing thy wond”rous praiſe, 
In trains attun'd to the ſeraphic lyre, 

Sing unappal'd, tho? mighty be the theme? 

O! cou'd ſhe in thy own harmonious ftrain, 
Where ſofteſt numbers ſmoothly flowing glide 

In trickling cadence ; where the milky maze 
Devolves in filence ; by the harſher ſound | 

Of hoarſer periods ſtill unruffl'd, cou'd 

Her lines but like thine own Euphrates flow ? 
Then might ſhe ſing in numbers worthy thee. 


But 
G 2 


„ 


But what can language do, when fancy finds 
Ferſelf unequal to the lovely tac? 

Can feeble words thy vivid colours paint, 
Or ſhew the ſweets which inexhauſtive flow ? 


HEarRKeEN ye woods, and long reſounding groves, 
Liſten ye ſtreams ſoft purling thro? the meads, 
And hymning horrid, all ye tempeſts roar, 
Awake ye woodlands, ſing ye warbling larks 
In wildly luſcious notes ; but moſt of all 
Attend ye grateful fair, attend the youth 
Who ſweetly ſings of nature and of you: 

From you alone his conſcious breaſt expects 

Its ſoft rewards, by ſordid love of gain 
Unbiaſs'd, undebaſ'd ; to meaner minds 

Belong ſuch narrow views, his nobler ſoul _ 
Tranſporred with a gen'rous thirſt of fame, 
Sublimely riſes with expanded wings, 

And thro? the lucid Empyrean ſoars. 

So the young eagle wings its rapid way 

Thro' heav'ns broad azure ; ſometimes ſprings aloft, 
Now drops, now cleaves with even-waving wings 
The yielding air, nor ſeas nor mountains ſtop 
Its flight impetuous, gazing at the ſun 

With irretorted eyes, whilſt he pervades 

A trackleſs void, and unexplor'd before. 


Lox e had the curious trav' ler ſtrove to find 
The ruins of aſpiring BAB YLON 
In vain- for nought the niceſt eye could trace, 


Save one wide wat'ry undiſtinguiſh'd waſte: a 
| ut 
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But you with more than magic art have rais'd 
SEMIRAMIS? city from its grave; 
You have revers'd the ſcripture curſe which ſaid, 


Dragons ſhall here inhabit; in your page 


We view the riſing ſpires, the hurried eye 


Diſtracted wanders thro? the verdant maze ; 


In middle air the pendent gardens hang, 
Tremendous cieling ! --- whilſt no ſolar beam 
Falls on the lengthen'd gloom beneath; the woods 
Project above a ſleep ailuring ſhade ; 

The finiſh'd garden opens to the view | 


Wide ſtretching viſta's, while the whiſp'ring wind 


Dimples along the breezy ruffled lake. 


Now every tree irregular, and buſh 


Are prodigal of harmony, the birds 


| Frequent th? aerial woods, and nature bluſhes 


Aſham'd to find herſelf outdone by art : 
Theſe and a thouſand beauties cou'd I ſing, 
Collecting like the ever-toiling hee 


From yonder mingled wilderneſs of flowers 


The aromatic ſweets ; while you great youth, 
O'er thy decaying country chief præũde; 
Be thou her genius call'd, inſpire her youth 


a_m—_— 


With noble emulation to arrive 


At Helicon's fair font, which few, alas ! 

Save you, have taſted, of HIBEEXxXIAN youth. 
Thy country tho? corrupted brought thee forth 
And deem'd her greateſt ornament ; and now 


Regards thee as her brightelt northern ſtar. 


Long 


vl 
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Long may you reign as ſuch, and ſhou'd grim time 
With iron teeth deprive us of our Pore - 

Then we'll tranſplant thy blooming laurels freſh 
From your bleak ſhore to AL BIOx's happier coaſt, 


J. Tromsox. 


Author of the Sz asons. 
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Mr. THOMSON, 
| ON HIS 
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Fa O M ſunleſs worlds, where Phœbus ſeldom ſmiles, 
But with his ev'ning wheels hangs o'er our iſſes; 

A weſternmuſe to worth this tribute pays, 

From regions bord'ring on the Hebrides : 

For thee the Iriſh harp new-ſtrung once more, 

Greens our rough rocks, and bleak Hibernian ſhore : 5 
Thou Thomſon, bid my fingers wake the ſtrings, 

And with thy praiſe the wild wood hollow rings; 

The ſhades of rev'rend Druids hover round, 

And bend tranſported o'er the brazen found. 


So the wing*d bees that idly rove along, 
(Renown'd alike for ſweets as thoſe for ſong ;) 
If the ſhrill braſs invite them from the {ky, 

In duſty cluſters round the muſic fly. 


BEST bard ! with what new luſtre doſt thou riſe, 
Soft as the ſeaſon o'er the ſummer ſkies ;' 


Thy 


} 

| 
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Thy works a little world new found appear, 
And thou the Phoebus of a heav'n ſo fair; 
Thee their bright ſov'reign all the ſigns allow, 
And Thomſon is another name for nature now: 
Thou firſt coud'ft drive the courſers of the day, 
Nor thro” the dazzling glories loſt thy way, 
Thy ſteeds red hoofs ſtill trod th? eternal round, 


Nor flung the burning chariot to the ground. 


So round Iulus' temples, blazing bright ! 
17 In locks diſhevell'd ſtream'd a length of light; 
) The prince unarm'd beheld the ſparkles ſpread, 
\ 

| 


Nor ſhook the ſhining honours from his head. 


BENEATEH thy touch DESCRIPTION paints anew, 
And the ſkies brighten to a purer blue ; 
{ Spring owes thy pencil her peculiar green, 
| And drown'd in redder roſes ſummer's ſeen ; 
While hoary winter whitens into cold, 
And autumn bends beneath her bearded gold. 


In various drap'ry ſee the rowling year, 
And the wild waſte in ſable ſpots appear; 
O'er the black bog the bittern ſtalks alone, 
And to the naked marſhes makes his moan 5 
Where Lapwing Tereus ſkims the wat'ry ſcenes, 
And to the Glin of Itys* change complains, * 
| | 
| Bur 
| 


* The Plover's voice naturally ſeems to call Itys, who 5 
a Pheaſant, as Tereus into a Lapwing by Ovid.” , ants to 
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Bur chief the favors paſſion beſt you ſing, | 
The groves ſoft theme, and ſymphony of ſpring ; 
How brindled lions roar with fierce defire, 
And in the waters Phocæ feels the fire; 
There large Leviathan unwieldy raves, 
And burns tho' cireled round with all his waves. 
But higher ſtill, thoſe wonders muſt give place, 
To the new tranſports of a beauteous face! 
Its force on man the touch --- the glowing glance, 
The tempting boſom, and the tender trance 
In thoſe how ſtrongly doſt thou paint our care, 18 
And all the darling weakneſs of the fair; 

What thanks muſt beauty give in yielding hour, 1 
To warn them from us in the roſy bow'r? _ i 


A ſudden flaſh of lightning turns my eye, 
To thunder rumbling in the ſummer ſky ! 
Beneath thy hand the flaming ſheet is ſpread, 1 
O'er heav'ns wide face, and wraps it round with red; 5 
With the broad blaze the kindling lines grow bright, 
And all the glowing page is filled with light; 

Thro' the rough verſe the thunder hoarſely roars, 

And on red wings the nimble light'ning ſoars : 

Here thy Amelia ſtarts, and chill'd with fears, 

At ev'ry flaſh her eye-lid ſwims in tears; | 
What heart but beats for ſo divine a form, 

Pale as a lilly ſinking in a ſtorm ? 


What 


H 
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What maid ſo cold to take a lover's part, 
But pities Celadon with all her heart, 


How precious gems enrich each ſparkling line, 
Add ſun to ſun, and from thy fancy ſhine ! 


Here rocks of diamonds blaze in broken ray, 


And ſanguine rubies ſhed a bluſhing day; 
Blue ſhining Saphyrs a gay heav'n unfold, 
And Topaz lightens like tranſparent gold; 
Of ev'ning tinct pale Amethyſts are ſeen, 


And Em'ralds paint their languid beams with green; 


While the clear Opal courts the reader's ſight, 
And rains a ſhow'r of many colour'd light : 

Your ſky-dipt pencil adds the proper glow, 

Stains each bright ſtone, and lets their luſtre flow, 
Tempers the colours ſhifting from each beam, 
And bids them flaſh in one continued ſtream. 


So have I ſeen the florid rain-bow riſe, 


In breded colours o'er the wat'ry ſkies, 


Where drops of light alternate fall away, 
And fainting gleams in gradual dyes decay; 
But thrown together the broad areh diſplays, 
One tide of glory, one collected blaze | 


Wart may thoſe OSD cos find thee now retir'd, 


What lawn or grove is by the muſe admir d; 
Doſt thou in Stowe's delightful gardens ſtray, * 
Or in the glooms of Doddington delay ; 


A ſeat of the Lord Cobham's. 


Thete 
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There freer embower'd ſome fav'rite author read, 
Ir breath tize breezes of thy native Tweed; 

On her cool border reſt reclin'd awhile, 

Mindful of Forbes, and thy own Argyle? 

O! thou that only in this garb could pleaſe, 

And bring me over to commend thy lays ; 

Where rhyme is wanting, but where fancy ſhines, 
And burſts like ripen'd ore aboye the mines : 
Enjoy thy genius ! glory in thy choice ! 

Whoſe Roman freedom has Roſcommon's voice. 
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ABELARD to ELOIsA, 


In ANSWER ro 


MR. POP E's 


ELOISA to ABELARD. 


Written in the Vear, 1729 


: at illa 
Flet noctem, ramoq; ſedens miſerabile carmen 
Integrat, & meſtibus late loca queſtibus implet. 


VI G. Geor, IV. 
s | 


But ſhe ſupples the night wit h mournful rains, 
Aad melancholy muſic fills the plains; 


DrxyYDpasN. 
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1 Doubt not in the leaſt, hut ſome will think it abſurd 


to write a preface to ſo ſmall a piece as this letter fhews 
itfelf to be : I confeſs they may be ſo far right ; But 
however, I muſt make myſelf under ſtood fo as ta avoid 


thoſe cenſures that may otherwiſe be thrown on me for 


writing it. In the firſt place, it was not publifh'd 
with a deſign to rival any thing of this nature that 
went before it: Every perſon that has read Ar 


Pope's juſtly admired piece, are convinced that | 
it has beauties ſcarce tz be imitated, much leſs 


tranſcended. Tis built hen a flory undoubtedly true, 
the circumſtances happ' ning in the twelfth century ard 
deliver'd dtun to us by writers of undoubted veracity. 
All that have heard them, join in pity ts deplare fo mo- 
ving a Relation. ABELARD and ELOISA by all ac- 
counts were two of the moſt diſtinguifh'd perſons iu the 
age they liv'd in for natural and refined parts, early 
n they tafted the forbidden fruit and as early ſuffered for 


— - = — 
OG ——— So err 
— wn : — , 


PREFACE To. 


He was Panchen upon by her [Uncle an +Abbot i in 
es to be her præceptor in philsſephy ; ; by which 
means this unlucty paſſion firſt taok its riſe, that was 


o coft them ſo many tears afterwards. -The liberties 


of an unconfined converſation ſerved only ts blow it 
bigher : Two of the moſt beautiful perſons in that age 


could uot behold each other long with the eyes of inſenſi- 


- bility ; they lov'd, and indulg'd their mutual wiſhes, 
and one evening, when all they thought was ſafe, all 
private and ſecure, the Abbot who had | ſuſpeFed them 
4 good while before, baunc'd into the room and ſeis'd 
them in the very fact. Ol who can deſcribe the ſur- 
- priſe in each of their faces, ELonsA was hurried 
. away that inſtant from his fight, never to ſee her more 
but in a convent; and the unhappy ABELARD was _— 
cibly deprived of the means of ever taſting tho ej Joys again, 
bythe hands of Ruffians.: Thus did thoſe faithful lovers 
"retire betimes from the vanities of a treacherous world, 
they went to a ſeparate convent and conſecrated the re- 
mainder of their days to religion. Long after this a 
Letter falling by chance into E1,0184's hands, that was 
roritten by ABELARD to fame of his friends, in which 
he gives them an account bf his unheard of calamities 
and affliftions. This awabened all her tenderneſs, 
and occaſion d the ſe celebrated letters which Mr. Port 
and all the world will ſay, do give the m1} lively deſ- 
eription of the ſtruggles of nature, virtue and paſſion. 
They. died after this and were n iad in the mana/tery 
called 


THE READER. 


called the PARACLETE, in the ſame tomb, or in monu- 
ments adjoining. 


T have read Mr. Popz's letter, and do think it im- N 


poſſible for futurity to produce in our language any 
thing fafter in its Kind than that celebrated epiſtle. 

The many gloomy horrors and mournful images world 
up here and there, and ſoftened with his all-tender ex- 
preſſions, render it a Maſter-piece for ſucceeding ages. 
As I read him with the pleaſure of an admirer, ſo 1 
hope I have not wanted care to imitate him. II fall, 
I greatly fall, my ambition leading me to imitate one of 
the fineſt pieces of the Kind now extant ; nay, if I may 
have leave toſay ſo, I think it even excells Mr. PRloR's 


HENRY to EMMA, which charmed the fineſt taſtes 


abroad and at home. How I have ſtudied Hr. Popt's 
fiyle, I leave to the Ladies, who are much the proper- 


eft judges in ſuch affairs, and for whom it was chicfy 
defigned.--- If Pm fo happy as to be approved of by 


then, let the reſt of the world cenſure as they pleaſe, I 
| 28 remain fill their humble Servant, 


J 


D 
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TO. 5 


E L OI S A. 


F R OM ſhades as deep, and gloomy as the bowr's, 
Where EL01sa ſpends her thought ful hours, 

This melancholy paper haſtes away 

From Abelard --- far plung'd from painful day, 
Darkling he mourns the fate he cou'd not ſhun, 

And grieves to find ſuch faithful ſouls mea 


Can ELo1sa yetdiſturb a breaſt ? 
Reſign'd for ever to eternal reſt, 
Forbid to harbour any glimpſe of love, 
But what this Conve nt dictates from above ; 
Yes, Virtue bad me write her name and know, 
Virtue and Paſſion both will have it ſo, 


Han- 
12 175-7 


Fe Fe I * - 2 —— * 2 — > 1 — - 
— =, 2 2 — = yy 25 2 — 7 — ”= 
* i Ro = * 5 > ? — — ba 1 of 22 
- Z As — 4 2 N. 8 op BD — — r * - — — i — — = 1 * * 
8 92 "Ie — _ 1 2 — DE Wh — * DI = EIN 2 £7 — 8. * - 3 — — EE. 4 4 2 
— r R r . ny — 2 = NS 2 2 2 2 B TIO IT 2 1 
2 8 __ D — * IRA = =P * I - "Bn — SITE > —— - — "7 _ — — by 
2222. ERR » 2 dd n 8 —_ 5 5 2 5 . . — EET — ES - 


* " * nd 
r * 4 
— ound we; 2 


— 


2 

8. 1 * 
— 

— 


— 
— NE IS 


$9) 


= 


—— — 
= 2 2 LCD.” \ =D — ere .. 


«© ABFLARK ro EXLOTS A 


Harmonious name ! till muſical in grief, 
Dear fav'rite ſound ! to ſooth a ſhort relief, 
How hard it is? pronounce it, O my tongue, 
The balmy accent thou haſt often wrung, 
When happier times made ELoisa kind, 
And melting wiſhes tun'd us to one mind. 
Now cloiftered up in ſolitude ſhe dwells, 


Trims her pale lamp, and wakes to midnight bells, 


Penſive ſhe fits on the relentleſs ſtone, 

For ever muſir.g, thoughtful and alone, 
Where awful darkneſs aids the fears of night, 
And the blue taper caſts a gloomy light, 
Where ſolemn objects lift the riſing ſoul, 
Teem into thought, and actuate the whole: 
Where fancy makes the big ideas ſtrong, 
And forms imperfe glide away in ſong ; 
Such odd impreflions will the mind receive 
When drench'd in Melancholy's ſable wave. 
Moſty and old the ruin'd dome appears 
Amid the vale of miſery and tears. 


Ys filent walks! Ye ever lonely walls! 
Deaf to a lover, and to nature's calls, 
Ye ſacred cells! Ye venerable tones ! 
Where Abelard in time muſt lay his bones, 
Thro' whoſe dark cloiſters never wander'd light, 
Where Owlets ſcream the moments of the night, 
Long ſounding iſles ! in which devotion lies 


In thought conceal'd from all but hermit's eyes: 


Can 


1 
P 
E 
1 
] 
] 


ABELARD ro E LOISA. 


Can love, that n paſſion, enter here? 

Where phantoms frown, and angels learn to fear 4: 
O! never, never, but in ſouls like ours, 

»» Form'd for this by love's eſpecial powers. 


And doſt thou love? Yet burns that fatal flame? 
Or wilt thou aſk from whence this letter came? 
It comes not from the dead to gain belief, 

To ſooth thy woes, or mitigate thy grief, 

No ELoisa ! 
From ABELARD it comes, a mournful gueſt, 
That wants a lodging in a troubled breaſt ; 
It will not hurt thee, it will ſympathiſe, 

Fall with thy boſom, with thy boſom riſe ; 
Sad as its author let it tell its tale, 

And when you hear it, pity will prevail. 


Waren the ſeas rage, and wintry blaſts complain, . 
When rattling Eurus blows a Hurricane. 
In midnight cell I ſtretch without a bed, 
Ten thouſand thoughts revolving in my head, 
One while the dangers of the ſtormy deep, 
Tho? ſafe at land, have kept my eyes from ſleep ; 
Now gentle pity ſteals upon the mind, 
To think of thoſe oppreſs'd by ſea and wind; 
Oft have I wondered while the hinges crake, 
And trees around the monaſtery ſhake ; 
What ſweet temptation or what boſom wife, 
Could tempt the merchant to this kind of life ; 
Now moraliſe upon the ſhipwreck'd dead, 
And view the emblem of that life we fled. 
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My weary eye-balls o'er the ocean caſt, 

Strain at the horrors of the wat'ry waſte, N 

Sigh to the whiſtling winds, and tune my woe | ; H 

To the hoarſe murmurs of the ſurge below ; A 

Then from my ſoul a train of griefs ariſe, 

And the big tears ſtand trembling in my eyes, 

From woe to woe, with wild diſtraction toſt, V 

I mourn my ELo1s a---ever loſt. | | 

Why wilt thou then my ELo1s4 fay ? 

Can'ſt thou forget that ſad that ſolemn day? | 
| Why with ſuch doubts upbraid a veſtal flame, 
| And think thy ABzLAaRD but thine in name? 

| O wert thou here ! which cruel fate denies, 

To read that mournful ſoftneſs in thoſe eyes, 
To ſearch thoſe looks and all the features trace, 
Of that once known but now much alter'd face 
Soon wouldf thou find tho alter'd.in his frame, 
The heart of ABELARD was ſtill the ſame, 
Yes---thou would ſee it breaking with deſpair, 
And thou--not God, my ELo1sa there. 


How chaniy'd thy ABELARD F? How wan his looks! ? 
— Pale with continual turning over books, 
The night now ſeems a deeper black to wear, 
And ſound more faintly tingles in my ear, 
The day looks dull, for 'tis no day to me, 
Depriv'd of all my, ſoul held dear in thee, 
Reſtleſs I rove--- no ELo1sa here, 


To charm my grief, or drink the falling tear, 


- | | Huh 
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Hihlikea chi 14 my beating heart to reſt, 
And lull me on the pillow of her breaſt. 


_ No! --- far from hence ſad ELorsa walks, 
With mimic grief to ſportive Eccho talks, 

In conſecrated ſhades forgets her bloom, 

And flies the palace for the kinder tomb; 
Pleas'd with the gloomy horror of the place, 
A charming ſadneſs fits upon her face ; 

She eyes the walls intent upon her fate, 

And ſmooths the rugged rocks of Paraclete: 
Methinks I ſee the beauteous mourner grow 
In love with grief, tranſported with her woe; 
Her ſteps ſhe counts, her bended head reclin'd 
Shews her diſtemper'd ſympathy of mind. 

Full of herſelf, in ſolemn pace ſhe moves, 
Buried in thought thro? ſolitary groves, --- 


Now Paradiſe aſcends beneath her feet, 
Fields ever freſh, and flow'rs forever ſweet, 
Angels deſcend, divine CEc1L1a fings 
And ſeraphs fan her with their ſilken wings, 
She dies away in ſweet oblivious thought, 

And even her ABELARD is now forgot. 

Ah no ! ſhe wakes, again ſhe fighs, ſhe mourns, 
And the ſame round of endleſs grief returns ; 
From her fine eyes the big round drops deſcend, 
Form'd by thoſe ſuns in wat'ry diamonds end, 
With fragrant dew enrich the ſacred ground, 
Perfume her robe, and wet the fane around, 
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On Ero1sa thou eternal charm ! 
Soft as thyſelf, and as thy perſon warm, 
"Tis thine to come to ABELAazD by right 
To footh his ravings and difpel the night, 
Whiſper thy world of cordials to his mind, 
But ELo154 is no longer kind. | 
No longer the kind goddeſs of thoſe hours 
That danc'd away in ſoſt Lutetian bow'rs : 
Ah fatal congreſs! tragically fweet ! 
Where days were hours at ELors as feet; 
Theſe times were once but now no more in love, 
Change ABzLanp this heaven for that above. 


Wou'n heaven conſent! we ſhould together be 
To ſigh in conſort, grieve in harmony, 
Then ſhould thy eyes all- red my paſſions move, 


Teach mine to weep, as once they taught to love; 


Then ſhouꝰ'd we learn that fad, that moving air, 


More eloquent than words to tell our fond deſpair 3 


Then glutton-like, devour each others grief, 
No envious witneſs by to lend relief, 

There claſp, indulge in luxury of woe, 
Till face to face inanimate we grow. 


Dzrusvx thought ! oh vanity in me 
To wiſh for things impoſſible to be; 
No Ero1s a—————think of former times, : 
Of dear, fad, flecting, inoffenſive crimes, 
Crimes that drew down this vengeance from above 
Unknown to us all innocent in love 


Sweetly 
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gweetly we ran our then appointed race, 

In ways of pleafure and in paths of peace; 
would not mention but alas you'll ſay, 
My AB ELAN D is far lefs kind than they: 

Then hear and tremble at this ſad decree, 

Tis heaven that ſpeaks in ABELARD to thee. 


Lox o waſtes, deep wilds, an unfrequented ſpace, 
Forbid us e'er to ſee each others face 
And did there not, th' Almighty ſtands between, 
With double vengeance paints the frightful ſcene ; 
An Uncle's blood tho? drank by thirſty laws, 
Cries out for vengeance on the guilty cauſe ; 
Who tho? he merited the loſs of breath, 
Yet *twas our crimes conducted him to death : 
He fell, and falling by a common hand, * 
Declar'd we help'd to ſpill his vital ſand. 
And ſee a lover bound and bleeding lies, | 
« To ſtain thy ſoul, and wanton in thy eyes. : 
Say ELo1sA can no thought moleſt | 
The dull tranquility within thy breaſt ? 
Say don't the black remen! rance fab tay heart, 
And drive my image from that tender part, 
Oh ſpeak! does not this tragedy divine? 
That ELo1sa can be never mine 
It does, it does, too ſenſibly I fear, 
To leave us any hopes beyond deſpair. 


* He was executed at Pax Is by the common hangman, for bie cru, 
elties on ABELARD whom he cauſed to be diſmemberad. See Botheir. 
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_ An thou fair penitent ! thou mourning bride! 
Loſt to thyſelf, and all the world beſide ; 
Say did J once one agony impart, 
Say could you feel the motions of my heart ? 
Even in that ſad, that ſolemn hour of grief, 
When ELo1sa wanted moſt relief; | 
When the ſoft muſic mourn'd in ftrain divine, 
And ELo1sa was no longer mine. 
Sad as thou wert, all beautifully gay, 
Dreſt for the fatal buſineſs of the day ; 
J found ſome conſolation in my breaſt, 
That both were going to eternal reſt ; 
When floods of glory burſt upon our eyes, 
And open'd all the pomp of ſacrifice. 
With irreſiſtible Devotion fir'd, | 
How was my foul harmoniouſly inſpir'd ! 
When thro' the throng by ev'ry ſoul belov'd, 
Thou urg'd thy way, thyſelf alone unmov'd, 
What ſighs were heard ! what ſorrows did not flow, ] 
To ſee ſo young a ſacrifice to woe: Þ 
When heav'n, above, below was in my eye, 
A thouſand times that hour I wiſh'd to die, 
$0 abſolutely had my ſoul forgot 
"Thoſe vanities we both ſo dearly bought: 
But oh ! when once we came to ſeparate, 
There lay the blow, the deadly blow of fate, 
With eaſe I bad deluſive friends adieu, 
Could part with all, with all the world but you: 


At her receiving the veil, 
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Yet even this thy Abelard at laſt „ 
Was forc'd to prove, to finiſh the repaſt, 
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ConsUMMATE drought! O dregs of bitter care! 

Drain'd to the bottom, muddy with deſpair; 

$o thick that ABELARD may well ſuppoſe, 
They were the very grounds of all his woes 

Yet ſtill he writes, endeavours ſtill to join 

Tale to ſad tale, nor ſhall it all be thine, 

A little ſorrow ABELARD muſt have 

To lay him gently in the filent grave : 

That port of calms, that pallet of the bleft, 

Where the poor lab'rer lays him down to reſt 5 

Here is no hurry, virgins ſeldom fear, | 

The loſs of man or reputation here. 
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No broken faith, no vows, no fears no groans, 

Diſturb the awful quiet of thoſe bones; 

In peace they reſt, here wait their final doom, 
And look for day-light in a world to come, 
Inchanting ſtate ! where ſolitude can pleaſe > 
Even in the duſt, and all the world at eaſe, 
Where wretched lovers after troubles meet, 
And dream of nothing in a winding ſheet ; 
Tho? hard the bed is, ſound they flu mber there, 
Weary of life, and jaded out with care. 


On ETLols A! ſweet as SnAkOx's roſe ! | 
How fatal have I been to thy repoſe, 
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Unhappy ABELARD thy hand reſtrain, 

Nor write what may give ELo1sa pain. 

This, even this, tho ſlight for ought you know, 
May cauſe thoſe tears, thoſe precious tears to flow 
The ſoft remembrance may diſturb that breaſt, 
Where thou haſt dwelt a long, a ſtubborn gueſt; 
Then why would'ſt thou awake the ſlumb'ring mind, 
To think of moments cruelly unkind ? 

Why would'ſt thou ſuch ungen'rous acts purſue 


As grieving her that ſigh'd ſo long for you. 
Tis time to reſt ! ah give her that repoſe, 
And let oblivion reſt upon her woes. | 
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Y O U whoſe mild looks by far excell the ſpring, 
And all the ſweets which Flora's preſence bring; 
Whoſe beauty calls upon her ſlave ſo long, 


With ſuch a ſmile he can't reſuſe a ſong : 
Now when melodious warblings fill the grove, 
And ev'ry turtle tells his tale of love, 
Vouchſafe fair maid to liſten to the muſe, 
And hear a voice which you are pleas'd to chuſe, 
With my fond paſſion for awhile comply, 

Thou ſhalt be FLORA, and your Zeyara I. 
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© ZEPHYRUS 4% FLORA. 


_ «© Hear how the lark begins her early ſtrains, 
And wzkes the wild muſicians of the plains ; 
Th' embroider'd ſpring in green array appears, 
And every roſe-leaf wet with pearly tears; 
The birds are pair'd ; to morrow Flora yields 
And weds young Zephyr in his native fields; 
Haſte, ſtick with bloſſoms ev'ry orange bow'r, 
Tip the green myrtle with a whiter flow'r; 
Tis Venus? plant, in Paphos firſt it grew, 
When o'er the fields its wanton odours flew ; 
A fpring eternal on its leaves is ſeen, 
And love's ſweet kiſs perſum'd the tender green. 
Scon will ſhe ccme; ye graces dreſs the bed, 
And ſmiling lay the pillow for her head, 
Soft let it fink in greens and leafy ſweets, 
Soft as ker boſom which his boſom meets; 
With vernal gales he'll cool her riſing fires, 
And blow delightful as her fan inſpires ; 

O'er all her breaſt and lips the lover flies, 
And with her hand ſhe bids the breezes riſe. 


LET BEAUTY SCORN NO MORE TO BE A BRIDE, 


SINCE FLORA HAS WITH, Zirnravs courlv'p. 


From Venus' lips (for fo the maſes ſung.) 

Born in a ſigh the ſweet Favonins ſprung, 

Thet day Adonis preſs'd the roſy vale, 

When frantick beauty heard her {add'ning tale; 


ZEFOYRUS ind EEOKA. © 


Then Cupid firſt was known to ſob and cry, 

And with his bandage wipe his little eye, 
Bewail'd his brother, as he call'd the boy, 

His own companion, and his mother*s joy: 
His horn no more thy infant hands ſhall wield, 
Nor kiſs the hounds returning from the field, 

Or ftrive to wind it hanging by his fide, 

Pleas'd with the verdant belt's negleRed pride: 
Sleep, ſleep in peace, ye monſters of the wood, 
For his own beagles lap their maſter's blood. 
LET BEAUTY SCORN NO MORE TO BE A BRIDE, 
S1NCE FLORA Has WITH ZEPHYRUS COMPLY'D« 


SEE where he ſwims upon that purling ſtream, 
And in the water ſtrives to cool his flame; et, 
The ruffled brook beneath his boſom flows, 

Its chryſtal ſurface curling as he blows ; 

Warm Flora too upon its margin reſts, 

And to the gale preſents her glowing breaſts; | 

Or in the mirror decks with flow'rs her hair, 

And ſees another Flora dancing there; 

Nor minds, (intent on her reflected ſhade) 

Into what kiſſes ſhe has been betray'd. 

LET BEAUTY SCORN NO MORE TO BE A BRIDE, 
Since FLORA Has WITH Z ETRHYRUS COMPLY?D. 


From yonder arbour riſe the purple hours, 
And on their fingers baſkets fill'd with flow'rs ; 
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Gay Hymen too ſtands naked in the porch, 
And in his hand flames out the nuptial torch, 

The Loves and Graces there a ſmiling train, 

In gay proceſſion crowd the graſly plain ; 

Impatient *till their fav'rite taſk is done, 

And ſhe and Zephyr fix'd for ever one. 

LET BEAUTY SCORN NO MORE TO BE A BRIDE, 
SINCE FLORA HAS WITH ZEPHYRUS COMPLY?'D. 


W1TH ſtudded flow'rs ſhe ſprinkles all the ſcene, 


Embalms their leaves, and gives the groves to green; 


She ſtains their coats, and bids their colours riſe, 
Unfolds their glories, and augments their dyes : 
Where beauty bluſhes in her fineſt freaks, 

And light indulges in her gayeſt ſtrea ks; 

A garniture compoſed of different hues, 

Whoſe fine complexions the young graces uſe : 
From whence Dione oft extracts a bluſh, 

And pulls the province-roſe from every buſh ; 
Again the garden in her aſpe& glows, 

And on her lip the ſweet carnation blows. 

LET BEAUTY SCORN NS MORE TO BB A BRIDE, 
SINCE FLORA HAS WITH Zirkvaus COMPLY'D: 


WurRE Arethuſa ſhews her filver breaſt, 
And Enna's vale prefers. above the reft ; 
The queen of flow'rs unfolds her gaudy pride, 
And at her feet the ſpreading waters glide ; 


Here 
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ZEPHYRUS AND FLORA. 


Here little Loves Pomona's preſents bear, 

The purple product of the early year, 

Even on his head a china vaſe receives, 

And hunts for ſtrawberries hid beneath the leaves ; 


Delicious fruitage ! breathing ſoft perfume, 


That wafts a cooling fragrance thro' the room, 


And gather'd freſh, when ev'ning fans the air, 

On the green leaf allures the ſmiling fair; 

Her ſnowy fingers take a bluihing hue, 

Stain'd with the fruit, and redd'ning to the view ; 
Her purple lips are ting'd with nature's dye, 

And honey-ſuckles breath in every ſigh. 


LET BEAUTY SCORN NO MORE TO BE A BRIDE 


Since FLORA HAS WITH Zzrurxus COMPLY'D. 


Now chirping graſshoppers their 0 ling, 
Purſued by Cupids on the ſwifteſt wing ; 
Shook from the graſs o'er bluſhing meadows rove, 
Or fly for ſhelter to the flow'ry grove ; 
When chatt'ring ſwallows ſweep along the ſkies, 
Or haunt the ſhaded walks for butterflys, 
Thro the long lane now ſwiftly ſhoot away, 
Or a' er the buſhes hang in airy play; 
The wary fly obſerves his hov'ring foe, 
And ſits conceal'd beneath the leaves below ; 
+ There ſticks unmov'd, while Progne plies in fight, 
Nor opes his ſcarlet pinions to the light. 
Lar BEAUTY SCORN NO MORE TO BE A BRIDE, 
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Since FLORA HAS WITH ZLEPHYRUS COMPLY?'D. 
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84 ZEPHYRUS axp FLORA, 


To yonder ſummer-houſe the goddeſs flies, 

To cool the fervour of meridian ſkies, 

Where Jeſſmin wove with flow'ry Philerea, 

D arkens the windows, and ſhuts out the day ; 

There throws herſelf upon a couch of flow'rs, 

And in ſoft ſlumbers waſtes the ſultry hours, 

While Zephyr thro? the greens regales the place, 

And breathes the fragrance full upon her face; 

The lifted ſaſh allows him room to peep, 

And in her lap a lamb lies faſt aſleep, | 
Whole milky neck the circling ribband ſtains, 

And holds the little innocence in chains ; 

Small filver bells beneath the collar ring, 

By Flora's finger faſten'd to the ſtring : 

On the clean hearth green pots of flow'rs aſcend, 

And the broad flags beneath the chimney bend. 

LET BEAUTY SCORN NO MORE TO BE A BRIDE, | 

SiNCE FLORA HAS WITH ZEPHYRUS COMPLY'D. 3 


>» 


Hex build the ſwallows, here ſhrill Progne clings, 
And fans her miſtreſs with expanded wings, 
As round the roof the feather'd people play, 
And twitter wild their vernal life away; 
Beneath the cieling ever turning fly, 
And fill the green-houſe with diſcordant cry: 
In pleafing proſpect long canals appear, 
And ſailing ſwans in various poſtures ſteer, 
Some to the gale their ſnowy plumage ſpread, 


Or in the circling waters plunge their head, 
Ib. While 


ZEPHYRUS any FLORA. 


While from the windows Flora feeds the fowl, 

And broken bloſſoms on the waters roll. 

LET BEAUTY SCORN NO MORE TO BE A BRIDE, 
Since FLORA HAS WITH ZEPHYRUS cou PLD. 


Ax p now the breeze invites the fair to bed, 
Where bloſſom'd beans ſoft waving hang the head; 
Here wrapp'd in ſweets Favonius weds the fair, 
Whoſe every ſigh perfumes the balmy air ; 

O'er her fair face the fragrant bloſſoms flow'r 
Bend to her lips, and on her boſom ſhow's ; 

Round her white neck the falling foliage riſe, 

And draw a filken curtain o'er her eyes. 

LET BEAUTY SCORN NO MORE TO BE A BRIDE, 
SINE FLORA HAS WITH ZEPHYRUS COMPLY'D. 


Ix ſounding millions hither ſwarm the bees, 
And in ſweet murmurs hum about the trees; 
Sit on the flow'rs, and every fragrance fip, 
From Maia's boſom to Favonia's lip ; 
Favonia's lip with ſpring's ripe moiſture ſtrew'd, 
Beneath the red impreſſion ſwell'd and glow'd ; 
Stung with the kiſs, her ſmall mouth poiſon'd ſhows, 
And locks diſorder'd like a rumpled roſe. 
LET BEAUTY 5CORN NO MORE TO BE A BRIDE, 
Since FLORA HAS WITH ZEPHYRUS COMPLY'D. 


How long the primroſe lags behind the year, 
And when ſhall I the charming cuckoo hear, 
Stay gentle bird———or after thee Iran, 
Nor, giddy, mind if yet my ſong be done: 
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She heeds me not, from bough to bough ſhe flies, 
And following faft my inſpiration dies; 

No morel fing, my wit, my fancy's flown, 

And all my genius with the cuckoo gone, 

With her my mirth, my love my raptures ſtay, 
Butwhen ſhe goes, ſhe carries all away. 

LET BEAUTY SCORN NO MORE TO BE A BRIDE, 
Stick FLORA HAS WITH ZEPHYRUs cou PLD. 
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To A LADY 
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With Mrs. ROWE's LETTERS Ge the DEAD to the 
LIVING, ſtiled FRIENDSHIP in Dzare. 


Ts HE S E curious works their happy author tell, 
How far your ſex can, if they pleaſe excell ; 

In thoſe ſoft thoughts her ſofteſt ſoul explore, 
And read what woman never writ before ! 
Proſpects ſo novel will not fail to charm, 

Where florid proſe in glowing numbers warm; 
Where godlike friendſhip wears a fadeleſs bloom, 
Lives after death, and triumphs o'er the tomb. 


Wu cou'd ſhe find ſo raviſhing atheme ? 
She ſaw it ſure in ſome delightful dream, 
When heav'nly muſic lulPd her pow'rs to reſt, 
And only love lay waking in her breaſt : 
When virtue's ſelf deſcended from the ſky, 
To paint Elyſium on her cloſing eye, 
To prompt with viſions the romantic maid, 
On beds of lilies languiſhingly laid. 

From hence theſe pages boaſt her wond'rous wit, 

Where under art dull mortals eaſy fit : 


Let the gay libertine peruſe them thro' 
He'll find both profit and amuſement too? 


The 
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The man of ſenſe ſhall doat upon their deeds, 
And the ſoft maid grow ſofter as ſhe reads ʒ ; 

A ſigh and tear at ev'ry letter riſe, 

Steal from her heart, and tremble in her eyes. 


Bur you my fair, whoſe ſoul is tun'd to love, 
Whoſe taſte and judgment all the nine approve, 
Receive a muſe of the ſublimer ſort, 

Sing her, the Sappho of Britannia's coaſt: 
In ſome dull humour, aſter evening tea, 
Your ſpleen and vapours ſhe may chaſe away; 
Diſpel the clouds that o'er good nature low'r, 
And fo improve a ſolitary hour. 
When other nymphs are dying with the clime, 8 
And at a leſs to murder idle time. 


Is gardens now beneath the gloomy prove, 
Oft ſhalt thou muſe, and range this heav'n of love; 
Where forms departed ſport in fields of air, 
And purer beauties bloom for ever fair, 
Theſe happy meadows want no genial ſnow'rs, 
But gems unbidden blow inftead of flow'rs ; 
For violet beds, young amethyſts are ſeen, 
And living em'ralds ſhed immortal green! 

On liquid chryſtal, ſwans fail ſmoothly by, 
For ever ſinging,: and yet never die, 
Theſe are the manſions deſtined for the bleſt, 
Where faithful lovers from their labours reſt; 
Each dove-like pair for conſtancy renown” d, 
With fra grant myrtle, and with roſes crown'd, 


Shall 
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Shall here enjoy the ever youthful hours, 
In golden groves and amaranthine bow'rs. 


Turns too, in time, perhaps thy ſocial ſhade, 
May meet with mine, and wander o'er the mead ; 
Together walk, together ages waſte, 

And talk of nothing but amuſements bs : 

No rival there— not even death to fea 

But love be all the language we ſhall Bea : a 
Smail change then needs that alabaſter brow, 

You want but wings to be an angel now. 
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To Mr. WEAVER, 
Portrait-painter from BaTH on his adulte Manor: A, 
and other PicTuREs. 


# is HIS penſive poſture ſee, ſpeQators call 
To view devotion fervent, warm, to all, 

A Titian's manner, join'd to Lely's art, | x 
Maratti's ſtyle, with hand upon her heart: | 
There Contemplation ſpeaks in thought profound, 
With flaxen hair, her eye upon the ground, 

Which ſeems to ſay in meditation mute, 
Praxiteles with Weaver can't diſpute ! 


Here true reſemblance ſtrikes in ev'ry line, 
Like Zeuxis? grapes, on which the birds would dine. 
M 


Where 


90 To Ms, Wraves, 


Where modeſty is painted in the face, 

A matron's meekneſs, and religion's grace: 
Theſe lips diſcourſe, as elegance might ſay, 
And ah how ſoft, how rubicund they pray! 
The grot of glory they might image well, 
Or humble ſybil, in ſome ſacred cell. 


LorRain's warm ſun upon thy landſkip ſhines, 

A Rubens? colours, with Vandyke's deſigns ; 

While Raphael's women with a Guido's air, 
Wainſcot thy room, and thro thy windows ſtare ; 
Where the blood ſeems to circulate moſt high, 

Bluſh in each cheek, and ſparkle in each eye: 
No wonder that a Weaver thoſe ſhould ſhade, 
When Love a BLack-SmITH an Apelles made, 
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To a Lap on her leaving IX BLA ND. 


M AY guardian angels on thy journey wait, _ 
And love protect thee from all hoſtile hate, | 
Till thoſe fond eyes again behold thy charms, 
And joy reſtore thee to Adonis' arms, as 


Fox thee ſhall Flora paint the rural bower, | 
Bluſh in the roſe, and ſmile in every flower. 


For 
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For thee the rivers run, the woodbines creep, 
The Naids warble and the waters weep, 

The laughing meadows and loquacious rills, 
The vocal vallies and the anſw'ring hills; 

Thy praiſe, the woods, the groves, the rocks ſhall ring, 
The blackbirds whiſtle, and the thruſhes ſing, 
With thee ſhall Zephyr ſigh along the dale, 
Sob in the breeze, or murmur in the gale; 

At thy hard hap ſhall mournful Eccho tell, 

In the lone grot, or ſolitary cell 

There ſhall the deſert nymph thy ſteps attend, 
Worn out with grief, the lover's only friend; 
Loſt in the filent walk, or ſolemn ſhade, 

The wretched meet the melancholy maid, 
Hear her wild voice another's woes bemoan, 
And pity ſorrows———once ſo like her own. 


Ix diſtant ſcenes may abſent thoughts intrude, 
Haunt thy retreat, or footh thy ſolitude, 
In ev'ry ſhadow let my image play, 
And bring to mind ſome dear departed day, 
When ſweet content becalmed the happy hours, 
And all the grove and all the day was ours. 
Then ſpring was welcome, and the vernal plain, 
And once the golden age returned again. 
But now the ſkies are dreſſed no more in blue, 
And ſullen ev'ning wears a wintry hue, 
Retirement takes a ſedentary look, 
And lamentation tunes the purling brook. | 
M 2 | Is 
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In ſome cool arbour on the velvet ground, 
Where vi'lets blow, and Jeſſ'min breathes around, 
Till ſun-ſet ſit, or lie long nights awake, 

While the ſhrill rails in rural concert creak ; 
Then ſigh to think of ſweeter ſerenades 
And curſe the muſic of thoſe hateful ſnades. 


Herr health reſides upon the mountain brow, 


And earth preſents her boſom to the plough, 
That gilds with harveſt the brown field unſhorn, 


And ſpreads the vallies with a tide of corn: 

Her yellow locks ſee Ceres wide unfold, 

'Tinge the green ear, and ſhake the ſounding gold; 
Beneath, bleſt tenant of the bearded grove, 
The quail reſponſive woces his harmleſs love, 
Whoſe tender call directs his ev'ning ways, 
And leads her lover thro? the tangled maze. 
Ah thus may we in tranſport meet at laſt, 

Doubt being dead, and ev'ry danger paſt. 

May no deceiver turn thy feet aſide, _ 

Or lead thy lover from his deſtined bride. 
In the world's wilderneſs; thy friendly voice, 
Still ſtrike my ear, and bid young hope rejoice, 
A little longer let that muſic live, 

And that ſhall Venus to Adonis give, 
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5 N MarcH began my race of life, 
Lough tempeſts toſt the ſeas, 
An emblem of that care and ſtrife, 
That now eclipſe my days. 
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Tus wind was louder than my cries, 
The rain out-drop'd my tears; 
Sickly the ſun was ſeen to riſe, 

Upon my infant years.. 


. 8 


My native month grew bleak and cold, 

In whirlwings I was born; 

The day, tho' new, tome look'd old, 
And night uſurp'd the morn. 
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Ix ftorms life's voyage I began, | 
With many a bitter qualm ; | | | 
O] may Marcn change to ArRIL ſoon, | 
And bring a vernal calm. 


On a HusgAN beating his Wire. 


Gay doth not Satan raiſe this ſtrife, 
When man beats his own fleſh in wife ? 
Surely he doth as once in Eve, | 
Yet Adam his ſpouſe did not grieve. 
But Envy in a ſerpent's form, 
Brew'd ev'n in paradiſe this ſtorm. 
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EPITAPH on Ms. Tnousox. 


Ax ND dieth 3 as the fool muſt die, 
Whoſe thoughts all periſh with his memory, 

No! death reveres the ſcribe's immortal mir d, 

His wit, tho dead, yet lives to all mankind ; 
Which hymn'd the szasons with its angel weügues, 
And with the morning ſtar in concert ſung, 

Here LIBERTY Time waits on to the laſt 

And yAME o'er EN Iusõö blows a fun' ral blaſt, 
There doleful tragedy delights to mourn, 

Ev'n 1nDOLENCE with tears attends the urn: 


'The world of ſenſe for worth departed fighs, | 
And wisDom weeps, when UNDERSTANDING dies, 


AN 
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AN EPITAP H, 


On Mr. Epwaxp Srock paz, an eminent 


 TALLOW-CHANDLER. 


Hanz lies Ned Stockdale, honeſt fellow, 
Who died by fat, and liv'd by tallow, 
His light before men always ſhone, 

His mould is underneath this ſtone; 
Then taking things by the right handle, 
Is not this life a farthing candle; 

The longeſt age but a watch taper, 

A torch blown out by ev'ry vapour, 
To-day will burn, to-morrow blink, 
And end as mertals in a tink; 

If this be true, then worthy Ned, 

Is a wax-light among the dead; 

His fluted form ſtill ſheds perfume, 

And ſcatters luſtre round his tomb, 


Then what is mortal life, why, tuſh, 
This mortal liſe'snot worth a ruch. 


VEeRsEs 
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OTE - -f E F OTE K.-H.... K.. 


VERSES on a LapDY's HAND. 


F INE as her taper fingers flow my ſtrains, 
Soft as her hand, and ſhining as her veins, 
Turn'd as her wrilt the lines, and ſmooth as filk, 
Feel like her palm, where roſes ſwim in milk : 
Theſe o'er my verſe a warmer ſhadow ſhed. | 
And tip her fingers with a painted red, 

Thro' the blue veins in riper moiſture flow, 


And ſeem to melt with heat the neighb'ring ſnow ; 


The neighb'ring ſnow difloly'd in roſes blends, 
And with carnation decks her finger's ends: 
Between the leaves the fiakes of ſnow look bright, 


And daiſy- like are daſn'd with red and white; 
Think with what luſtre on her lap it lay, 


And o'er her apron drew the milky way; 1 


Coarſe look'd the cambrick to a hand ſo fine, 
And ſhades of lawn are net-werk to her ſkin. 


On her fair fingers brilliant diamonds glow, 
And burn like Etna, between hills of ſnow. 


IN 


In Lane ETHIOPIS SE. 1 
E S T mihi (ſiqua mihi eſt) fine fuco, fraude, vel wie, A 
Neſcia mutari forma, ſuique tenax : a 
Unguentis utor nullis, medicamine nullo, 9 
Quid juvet, ignoyo, regia mellis aqua; ij 
Nec maculis ſtellata, hic interſpergor, et illic, 1 
Non equidem nigra nigrior efte velim ; 1 
Lotio ſola mihi eſt de pura et ſimplice lympha, be 
Et vereor quam fit vanus et iſte labor. | | 
At nivei miki ſunt, pceti fine pulvere dentes, * 
Quale nec Indorum purius albet ebur; 3 
Sideribus ſimiles fulgere videtis ocellos, 4 
Angliacam poffint qui decorare nurum. bl; 
Mollitiem tal pæ fuperant mea labra, quis, ecquis 6 
Libabit——quam, funt ofcula mollicula ? 1 | 
Sin minus oblectem tot flammas inter et ignes, * 
( que adeo eſt noſtræ lux inimica cuti) 13 
Si placet extingui tantum mandate lucernas, x 
Protenus in tenebris altera Thais, ero. 14 
| ? N | Thus 2 


7 
4 
0 
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CLLR LITTLE . LES W 


Thus tranſlated from the . 


In PRAISE of a Necness. 


W HAT ſhape I have, that form is all my own, 

5 To art a ſtranger, and to modes unknown; | 
To paint or patches, perfum'd fraud, no friend, 
Nor know what ſtays or honey-water mend: 
No ſpotted moons deform my jetty face, 
I would be blacker than that ſpeckled race ! 
My ſimple lotion 1s the purer rain, 2, 
And e'en that waſh is labour took in vain. 
But my pearl teeth, without tobacco's aid, 
On ſnow or Indian iv'ry caſt a ſhade ! : 

My eyes eclipſe the ſtars in all their flame, 

Such as may not e'en Albions daughters ſhame ! 

My ſofter ſkin with the mole's velvet vies, 

Ah! who will on thoſe altars ſacrifice ? 

But if I pleaſe leſs in the ſultry day, 

My colour with the candles dies away; 

2 Since to our hue the light is deem'd a foe, 

Night will a Tra1s in my charms beſtow. 


Ky 
Xs ALY 
* 


*, 


Ox Pozsy, or the Fixz Agrs. 


An EPISTLE, 


To the Rr. Hox. RIcHARD Earl of SH¹AN NON, on 
the advancement of LiTERATURE. 


„ 
Druids and bards their once loud harps unſtrung, 
And youths that died to be by poets ſung. 


Pore's Temple of Fame. 


\? V H O would not write who Queens vouchſafe to 
read. t 


Kihgs viſit bards, and princes praiſe the dead ? 
This ſtuck the harp of Orpheus in the ſky, 
And mortals rais'd to immortality, 
This dubb'd them fav'rites to a royal fair, 
Who judg'd not by the eye, but by the ear; 
In trifles ſpent not her inglorious time, 
But from the ball retir'd to books and rhime, — 
Where Britain's genius entertain'd her queen, 
And Merlins image haunts fair Richmond's green: 9 
Fired by the praiſe of Sundon and of kings, 
There Duck will dabble, ev'n Cibber ſings. 
Ws BuT 


Mary, Queen of Scots, Caroline Queen of England, and Chriſtiana. 
of Sweden, great patroneſſes of talents and polite learning, 

& Merlin was a Welſh bard, and floutiſhed in the 6th his 
Cave at Richmond was the Queen's ſtudy. 
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1 On POE s v, or 


Bur I'm condemn'd to waſte away my hours; 
Far from the great and all poetic pow'rs, 

Far from all taſte, from wit and breedin g far, 

The blood of Inchiquin, thy rank Kildare: 

From Lyttleton, inſpirer of parts, 

And Pul'tney, parent of the orphan arts; 

From Doddington, the friend of ev'ry worth, 

And Grenville prompt to hand the virtues forth; 

From Cheſterfield a name that Phæbus loves, 

Beyond each name, that ev'ry page improves, 

Dropp'd on the fartheſt iſle of all the Weſt, 

The Punnian end of Europe at the beſt, 

Where Boyles but few our riling Popes inſpire, 

Where but one Mann ſtirs up the tuneful fire, 

Where Browne, where Berkley deigu ſcarce to reſide, 

And ſhield young merit from the foot of pride, 

Where no Encouragement attends the mule, 

Such as of old imperial patrons uſe, 

When pens unflatt'ring royaliz'd regard, 

And met a province for their juſt reward *. 


Pos ſgh'd, ſhe found her labour vain, | 
Where is the tribute now and golden chain? || 
Imperial penſion that a Virgil warms, 


Poets expiring in an emp'ror's arms 7 + 
| | Alas ! 


* Carbre muſe, an old Hibernian bard who preſented a poem to Oliol 
Oltum, king of Munſter, and was rewarded with the barony of Carbre 


ſo called from him. 
A gold chain beſtowed upon Peter Aretine the Satiriſt, 


+ Francis the 1. 
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Alas! they're all with Carolina fled, 
With Adrian vaniſh'd, with Auguſtus dead. 


O Ignorance ! thou goddeſs brazen bright, EE 4 
Profuſe of jibes, and ſhallow with delight, | 1 
Eternal laughters in thy preſence reign, © Eg 
And ſmiling cenſure loads thy empty train, 
Eas'd of her load, ev'n dulneſs grows more light, 
And impudence conceited in thy ſight : | 
Thou mak'ſt the aukard face of folly gay, 

Gives front aſſurance, madeſty diſmay. 
Thee, goddeſs, thee, the mob adore alone, 
In fortune's tinſel dreſt, and Briſtol ſtone ; 
While few diſcern the riches of the mind, 
Or underſtand the jewels of mankind. 


Lives there a race beneath the mortal ſkies, 
Who ſacred honours to the bard denies ; 
Behold Demodicus on high is placed, 
By Greece, and with the choiceſt viands graced : 
Lightning itſelf the laurcl will revere, | 
Nor blaſts the bay, becauſe it's Pzans wear, 


Lr learned Gaul in any ſcience ſhew, 
Books more antique than Homer, Heſiod, knew, 
Let poetry trace antient Linus higher, 
Father of fancy, and of ſenſe the fire, 
Italy Ennius, Gower England quote, 
And Zthiopia e for thought. | 
| PriLosorny 


& Alluding to a medal of the late queen repreſenting her majeſty 
watering the arts and ſciences which adorn empire with this sten, 
„Caroline protecting. 
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Pnrrosor Rv itſelf durſt not appear, 
Firſt to the world, but in the muſes ſphere. 
Thus Thales wrote, Parmenides aſpired, 
And nature in Lucretius is admired : 
And thus the ſage Pythagoras of old, 

From iron anvil hammered verſe of gold, 
Manilius ſhines in aſtronomic lays, 
And mathematics to a Halley's praiſe. + 


Sex hiſtory Herodotus's theme, 
Chriſtens her books by each a muſe's name: 
Divinity herſelf here gives her vote, 
When Paul and Atterbury poets quote ; 
Nor will this client oratory quit, 
In this cauſe Tully pleads for baniſhed wit : 
What Cato wanted, ſtrove, but ſtrove in vain, | 
What Ammon wiſh'd, what Lewis ſcarce could drain, 
Is not methinks a frivolous deſire, 
Which Popes profeſs'd, and princeſſes admire. || 


Maz'RKINxE and Richlieu both indulg'd this rage, 
The greateſt ſtateſmen of their ſev'ral age. 
And thought it policy to aid thoſe arts, 

Which made their maſters rule a nation s hearts: 


By this ſweet art Arion gain'd his ſtore, 


And charmed n mute fiſh to liſten to his lore : 
A dolphin 


E. x Fontenelle writes that Mr. Halley wrote a fine Latinpoem in 


praiſe of Sir Iſaac Newton's Principia. 
| "The princeſs royal of Poland wrote a Latin poem on the conver- 


ſion of St. 9 „and was admitted a member of the academy ar 


Rome. 
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A dolphin drawn by his harmonious hand, 
Received him on his back, and bore to land, 
He on his crouching creſt ſits all at eaſe, 
And with his harp calms th' inſulting ſeas; 
Thus the divine muſician ſail'd along, 

And paid his paſſage with a ſmoother ſong. 


Lr muſic tell how Orpheus drew wild beaſts, 
While Thrace the bard tore, emblem of bad taſtes, 
Then ev'n rude Rhodope ſweet echoes heard, 

And caught the voice of the expiring bard, 

Yet tho” the 'Thracians pull'd him limb from limb, 
To ſee him fountains roſe above their brim, 
The rivers ran and left their channels dry, 

The rocks ſeemed ſmitten with his harmony, 

Trees gathered round him, join'd the gazing — 
And as he paſſed, the woods reſpect ful bow'd. 
 Ev'n hell was pleas'd, 
Brutes may be tam*d 


EDWARD and Alfred pay'd reſpect to bards, 
Old Spencer, queen Elizabeth rewards; 
Henry the eighth indulg'd the tuneful quire, 
And even that age a Skelton could admire; 
Chaucer had patrons, yea the pſalmiſt Brady, 2 
Protected was, and cheriſhed by queen Mary. \ I 
The hero William, and the martyr Charles, 
One knighted Blackmore, t'other penſioned Quarles. 
Garth by king George, and Euſeden by queen Ann, 
One dubb'd a Fe one led the laurel van. 


Ev'n 


all but the beaſt call'd man, 
but blockheads never can. 


* 
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Ev'n Milton's daughter liv'd on Milton's lays, 
And Steel a knighthood gain'd by arts like theſe, 


Pol NZ behold a Pruſſia's king admire, 
And Voltaire famous for Apollo's Iyre; 
Loaded with medals, lo! returns the bard, 4 
And royal gifts a D' Argens pains reward * 

Theſe lift this monarch to imperial ſway, 85 1 

Of princes prime, whom arms and arts obey. | 


„ hdd om 


OxroxD on wit confers a grand degree, 

And every college but cool Trinity. | ] 

| Sorbonne her Rollin boaſts, and Oxford Spence, ] 
Cambridge her Trap for belles-lettres and ſenſe : 

But fince ſchools fell, no vermine loſt its breath, | ] 

No rat or knave, dread ſatyr rhymes to death; f ] 

Diſeaſe, misfortune, are not charmed away, ] 

Nor ſickneſs flies before th' inchanting lay. . 


PosrTs in Ireland now are rarely prized, 
As learned men in Turkey are deſpiſed, 


Dulneſs the beaten road, the general rule, MM 
Which if you quit, they point you out a fool, ] 


Nor is it ſtrange, where folly rules the roaſt, | 
Wit ſhould be little prized, and nonſenſe moſt, „5 1 


Var 2 

Author of the Jewiſh letters, and chamberlain to the ling of 25 

Pruffia, a butterfly in learning, and much leſs a ſcholar than Voltaire, , 
1 Sir Philip Sidney relates ſurpriſing inſtances of the power of anci- 

ent poeſy in Ireland, ſuch as expelling rats, or ;hyming people to death, 


andi confeſſes that tho” learning was then very bare in the kingdom, 
Jet the poets were held in great veneration. | 
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Yer Genius ev'n in Ireland is enhane'd 
Clancy is penſion'd, Carthy is advanc'd ; 
Dunkin, the king of ſchoolmaſters is grown, 
And Francis among ſtrangers meets renown ; 
Then let it not be ſaid, prophets at home, 

Are not unhonour'd but in Munſter's dome. 


Tun man that hath no muſick in his ſoul, 
Why let him rattle dice, or call a vole, 
Nor is not mov'd with concord of fweet ſounds, 
This man is fit not for a pack of hounds, 
He's fit for treaſons, ſtratagems and ſpoils, 
For mid-day quarrels, and for mid-night broils ; 
The motions of his mind are full of ſpite, 
He's dull as Erebus, and dark as night ; 
Let no ſuch man be truſted, Shakeſpear faith, 
For yew-like, he ſheds round him baneful death ; 
Whereas whoever acts what's worthy praiſe, 
Admires the muſes, and adorns their lays. 


Wirxs by pert pedants only are deſpiſed, 
As your tame birds by thoſe unciviliz'd ; 
Like common ſenſe could genius be acquired, 
Thy parts, O Stanhope, would be leſs admir'd 
Great Wits like comets do not oft appear, 


And their price riſes from their being rare ; 
But fools appear in multitudes and throngs, 


And like the pendulums of clocks their tongues. 
Tho' would you hear what you may chance to like, 


One muſt wait the hour before they ſtrike : 
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— Thoſe human inſe&s which in buz alarm, 
And round the wit, as round the taper ſwarm, 
Tho! in his face they fly, reſoly'd to wound, 
Yet by the bloware tumbled to the ground, 
Thoſe ſons of twilight hate the light of morn, 
Sightleſs they fly, and to their dung return, 
Taken for bees by undiſcerning eyes, 
The wiſer find them beetles and deſpiſe. 


Poo is an epithet to poets given, 

Vet David was a bard, and lov'd by heaven. 
Where's the foundation ? for paſt times explore, 
You'll ſurely find the leſſer number poor; 
Great Maro, Flaccus, Lucan, Ovid rich, 

And tho? untitled, of no vulgar pitch ; 

Nay our own times examples may afford 

Of genius meeting in a duke or Lord ! 

Fam'd Dorſet, Surrey, Halifax, were earls, 
And Orrery, and Cheſterfield are pearls ; 

Hear Rocheſter, Roſcommon, Landſdown ſing, | 
Bright Buckingham and Falkland touch the ſtring, 
Soft Sedley, Denham, Butler, Steel were knights, 
And Addiſon tho faltary writes ! 

His Excellency Prior tun'd the lyre, 

And Congreve tho' commiſſioner had fire; 

Lo! Pope and Swift, the wonder of our days, 
Were far from poor,, and yet they dealt in bays. 
Williams ambaſſador to Berlin ſent, 

A royal authors ear to compliment. 


1. 


SEE | 


. * Re 


It well becomes him who all flatt'ry ſcorns ; 
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sx Wycherly by Cleveland's grace admir'd, 
By Charles courted, Drogheda defired ; 
See Addiſon to Warwick's arms confin'd, 
Charm'd by his head, and harmony of mind ; 
Mallet and Glover, Marlbro's choice approv'd, 1 
With her laſt breath whoſe merit Montroſe lov'd, | þ- 
To be approv'd by wit and ſenſe is more, 4 
Than if the lords and commons thankꝰd you o'er and o'er. 


BEenoLD great Bourbon Bolingbroke commands, 
To take the royal ſignet from his hands; t | 
Lo ! Savoy's watch, and Eugene's box of gold, : | {| 
Pope and Centlivre as a premium hold. | 1 
See Boy LE's hand honour'd by a Sheffield's 1 
The muſe's gift by daughter of a king; 
Churchill's beſt jewel Cheſterſield adorns, 


Yet tho' none merit or good ſenſe regard, 
Deſert like virtue is its own reward, 

And tho? but few to worth their tribute bring, 
The mind's complacence is a diamond ring; 
As the rich brilliants the fair fingers grace, 

So fortune ſparkles upon wiſdom's face, 
Whereas rich gems expoſe the dunce they deck, 
Like a gold chain about a lord-mayor' s neck. 


ALas! *Tis wit itſelf * given the nur, | 5 2 | | 
And bards too often a& the cabbin-cur ; 5 | = 
Thus wits to coxcombs ſtill new weapons ſend, | 
Who beat us with the very ſticks we lend, ä 


O 2 = strange 
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Strange WY Fw to itſelf adheres, 
Fools herd together, foplings walk in pairs, 


But wits ſtill ſtraggling ſcatter at this rate, 
By congregated fools are eaſy beat ; 


Some have of wit, and ſome of wealth have ſtore, 


But envied by the ideot, and the poor, 
Twixt wit and folly there's eternal war, 
As heat and cold cauſe thunder i in the air. 


Bex HOLD the pride of Languedoc (Tholouſe) 
Vain of its wit, which ev'n the women uſe, 
Bred in French forms each belle's à ſonnetteer, 
And ev'ry nymph apes Maz'rine and Dacier, 
Ballad and ſong, the product of the ſoil, 

And proud Verſailles] is ey'n to them a foil, 


Yer ev'n here Cathbray hath his Meaux, 
And Perrault paſquinades the great Bolleau; 
A Polnitz envies Voltaire's happy vein, 
Thoc' he commend a Corneille or Racine. 


Exvx's the common conſequence of praiſe, M 


And calumny ſtill grows upon the bays 
So Pope, Gay, Dryden, Horace, Virgil found, 


Who bids the bard, have brows with ivy bound; Xs 


Left the muſe fall on Milton's evil tongues, 
Thus Homer Zojlus, Ovid Cinna wrongs. | 


Then why fond 1 who claim not half their 5 : 


Complain becauſe 1 have my Codrus too? 
Rail on Demetrius, Tigellius bite, 5 
Flotius and Varus read whate er I write, 


Shall 
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Shall flea Pantilius, bug Hermogenes,— 
Make me uneaſy, or diſturb my peace ? 
No, my Mæcenas, you my lifes commend, 
And while you like, my labours have an end. 


| (10) 
= eee segvsvü gsa 


On skEIN oa Laer at an oppokite abw. 


; W uns. on forbidden fruit I gaze, 
And look my heart away, 
Behold my ſtar of Venus blaze, 
And ſmile upon the day. 
II. 


Fair as the purple bluſhing hours, 
That paint the morning's eye; 

Or cheek of ev'ning after ſhow'rs, 
That freſh the weſtern ſky. 


III. 
IszxD a ſigh with ev'ry glance, 
Or drop a ſofter tear; 
Hard fate ! no further to advance, 
And yet to be ſo near. 
| IV. 


$6 Moſes from fair Pyſga's height, 
The land of promiſe ey'd, 
Surveyed the region of delight, 
He ſaw, came down, and dy'd. 
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